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*Jls it hath beene diuerfe times .0Sf^ The 
Globe, and at the Black-Friers,,by 

hit MakUies Serumts. 

‘ 
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The Tragedy 0/" Othello the T?vT oore 
of Venice. 

Enter I ago and R oderigo, 

Vfh; Ncuer tell me, I rake ir much vnkiodly 
3*9 «v^ at them who haft had my porfe,- 

As if the firings were thine , ffiould'ft know of this, 
jag. But you’le not heare me. 

If euer I did dreame of fuch a matter , abhorre me. 

Rod. Thou toloft mc.thou didft hold him in thy hate, 
lag. Defpife me if I doe not : three great ones of the Citty 
In pet fonall fuire to make me his Lieutenant, 

• Oft capt to him,and by the faith of man, 

I know my price, I am worth no worfe a place* 

But he, as louing bis owne pride and purpofes, 

Euades them, witha bunr.baft circumftance 

Horribly ftuft with Epithites of warre : * 

Non-fuits my Mediators : for certes, ( fayes he ) 

1 haue ah eady chofc my Officer, and what was he ? 

Forfooth,a great Arithmetitian , 

One Michael Cafsio,a. Florentine, 

A fellow altnoft dambd in a faire wife. 

That neuer fee a fquadt on in the field. 

Nor thediuifionofa Battel! knowes. 

More then a Spinfte^vnleffie the bookifh Tfieorique 
Whertn the tongued COnfuls can propofe 
As mafterly as he : mcere prattle without Draflife 
Is all hisSouldier-ffiip : but he fir hadthe ekaion 
And r , of whom his eyes bad feene the proof; * 

At Rhodes, Cif>re!,'±n<\ on other grounds, * ' 

i ? d and Heathen, mufi be be-leed andcalofd, 

' ^ .. ^.Debitor and Credita^bis'Coaoter-Caftcr* 
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•v- The Tragedy of O tli ello 

He (in good time) mutt his Leiutenant be. 

And I Sir (bleffe the marke) his Mooreihips Ancient. 

Rod. By heauen I rather would haue bin his hangman. 
lag. But ther's no remedy, 

Tisthecurfeoffcruice, 

Preferment goes by letter and affection. 

Not by the olde gradation, where each fecond 
Stood heire to the firft i 
Now fir be iudge your felfe. 

Whether I, in any iuft tearme am affin d 
to loue the Moore? 

Rod . I would not follow him then. 
lag . O fir, content you, 

I follow him to ferue my turne vpon him, 

We cannot all be matters, nor all mailers 
Cannot be truely followed, you mall marke 
Many a dutious and knee-crooking knaue. 

That (doting on his owneobfequious bondage; 

Wcares out his time much like, his matters Affe, 

For nought but prouender, and wnen hee s old caihierd, 
W hip mee fuc’i honeft knaues : 

Others there are, 

Who crim’d in formes and villages of duty . 

Keeps yet their hearts, attending on tnemfcluco, . 

And throwing but (hewes of feruice on their Lords , 

Doe welithriueby ’em, - 

A.nd when they haue lin’d th.ir coates, 

Doe themfelues homage, > 

Thofc felloxes haue fome home; 

Andfuchaonedoe I prefeffe n y fc: 3 

Ie is as furcas you are Rode) ig 3 > 

Were I the Moore, I would not be J ago •* 

In following him, 1 follow but my tclte. 

For .to my oum«d aton doth toonltratc 
The natiue aft, and figure of my «eau, 
la complement extern?, us not long alter. 
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the Moore of Venice. 3 

But I will weare my Heart vpon my fleeue. 

For Dawes to pecke at, 

I am not whafi am. 

Rod. What a full fortune docs the thiclclips owe. 

If he can car ry’t thus? 
lag. Call vp her father, 

Rowfehim, make after him, poyfonhis delight, 

Broclaioae him in the ftreer, inccnfe hcrKinfmcn, 

And tho he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flyes : tho that his ioy be ioy. 

Yet throw fuch changes of vexation out. 

As it may loofe fome colour. 

Rod. Here is her fathers houfe, He call aloud. 
fag. Doe with like timerous accent, and dire yell. 

As when by night and negligence, the fire 
Is fpied in populous Cities. 

Rod, What ho, Brabant to, Seignior B rabantio, ho, 
lag. Awake, what ho, Brabantio, 

Theeues, theeucs, theeues : 

Looke to your houfe, your Daughter, and your bags, 

Theeues, theeues. 

i' 

Brabantio at a 'iomdo'de, 

Bra. W hat is the reafon of this ten ible fummons ? 

What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Signior, is all your family within ? 

Jag. Arc your doores loekt ? 

Bra. W by wherefore aske you this ? 

fag Sir you are robd, for fhame put on your gowne. 

Your heart is barft you haue loft halfc your foule ; 

Euen now, vet y now, an old blaeke Ram 
Is tupping your white Ewe ; ari(e,arife. 

Awake the fnorting Citiz ns with the bell, 

Or eifethe Diaell will make a Grandfire of you, arife I fay. 

Era. W hat, haue you loft your wits ? 

Rod, Mott rcuertnd Seignior, doe you know my voice ? . 

Bra. Not F, what are you ? 

Rod, My name is Roderigo, 

A % ‘Brdl 
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^ The Tragedy 0/ Othello , 

'Ey*. The wor ft welcome, 

I haae charg’d thee not to haunt about my dores. 

In honcft plamencfife, thou tiafl: heard me lay 
My daughter is not for thee, and now in madnes, 

Being full of fupper.and diftemperiog draughts, 

V pon malicious brauery , doft thou come 
To ftart my quiet ? 

Rod, Sir, fir, fir. 

’Era. But thou muft needs be lure 
My fpirit and my place haue in them power. 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience good fir _ 

Bra. W hat. tell'ft thou me of robbing ? this is V tract. 

My houfe isnot a graunge. 

Rod. Moft graue Brabantio, 

In fimple and pure foule I come : toyo«- ^ f erU eGod, if the 

for Coufens , and Gennets for Germans. 

Moore , are now making the Bea ft with two backs. 

Bra. ThouartaviUaine. 

(Asparty I findit SS that y our faare -danghcer 
At this odeueo, and duU watch otlt ? > 

Tranfported with no worCe 

But withaknaue of common hire, a 9 

Wee haue y out wtongtebuke : Do not Deieeu 












That 



the Moore of Venice. 

That from the feufe of al ciuilitic, 

I thus would play and trifle with your Rcuerence. 

Your daushter (ifyou haue not giuen her leaue, 

I fay againe) hath made a grtafle reuolt, 

Tyin" her duty, beautie, wit and fortunes, 

In anextrauagant and wheeling Stranger, 

Of here, and euery where : Straight fatisfie your felfe j ■< 
If (he be in her chamber, or your houfe. 

Let loofe on me the Iuftice of the ftate. 

For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder. Ho : 

Giue me a taper, call vp all my people • 

This accident is not vnlike my dreame, 

Beleefe of it opprefles me already .• 

Light I fay, light. 

lag. Farewell, for I mud leaue you. 

It feemes not meet, nor wholefome to my place. 

To be produc’d (as if I ftay I (ball,) 

Again!! the Moore, for I doe know the ftate, 

(How euer this may gaule him with fome checke) 

Cannot withfafety caft him, for hee’s imbark’d, 

With fuch loud reafon, to the Cipres warres, 

(Which euen now ftands in ad) that for their foules,' , 
Another of his fathoms, they haue none 
To lead their bufinefie, in which regard, 

Tho I doe hate him, as I doe hells paines. 

Yet for necefiicy of prefent life, 

I ttiuft (hew out a flag, and figne of loue. 

Which is indeed but figne, that you (ball furely find hitn 
Lead to the Sagittary tbs raifed fearch, 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 

Exit. 

E»w Brabantio <« histiightgowne, and {truants 
With T arches. 

Bra. It is too true an euill, gone (he is, l 
And what’s to come of my defpifed time, , 

Is nought but bitterneffe naw Rodtrigo 3 
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Vhe \ Tragedy of Othello 



Where didft thou fee her ? O vnhappy girle ! 

With the Moore fa i ft thou? who would be a father ? 

How didil thou know twas (he ? ( O (he decciues me 
1’ aft thought,) what faid (he to you ? get more tapers, 
Raife all my kindred, are they married thfinke you? 

Rod, Truely I thinke they arc. 

Bra. O heauen,how got (he out ? O treafon of the blood; 
Fathers from hence, trull nor your daughters mindes, 

By what you fee them a£t: is there not charmes, afe 
By whichthe property of youth and manhood 
Msy be abas’d ? haue you not read R.odengo, 

Offomefuch thing. 

R od, Y c s fir, I haue indeed- 
Bra. Call vp my Brother : O would you had hadher, 
Some one way , fome another j doe you kno w 
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moore ? 

Rod . I thinke I can difeouer him, if you pkafe 
To get good guard, and goe along with mee» 

Bra. Pray you lead on, at euery houfe He call, 

I may command at oaoft : get weapons ho. 

And raife Tome fpcciall Officers of might ? 

On good Roderigo , lie dvferue your paynes. 




Exeunt, 



Enter Ochello, lago, and attendants with T arches . 
lag, Tho in the trade of warre, I haue flaine men. 

Yet doe 1 hold it very Me o’th confidence. 

To doe no contr iu’d murther ; I lacKC iniquity 
Sometimes to doe me feruice -• nine or ten times, 

I had thought to haue jerk’d him here, 

Vndertheribbes, 

Oth, Tis better as it is, 

Jag. Nay, but he prated, > 

And (poke fuch feuruy and prouokmg teatmes 
A gain ft your Honor, that widVthe little godlineffe I haue, 
I did full hard forbeare him : but I pray fir, 

Are you fall lurried ? Fojjiie 'lire ol this, 

That the Mag ! if co is umchbeUmd, 

And hath in ins tffea, a voyee'patendill, 
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the aJlfoore of Venice* 

As double as the Dukes, he will dinorce you. 

Or put vpon you what reftraint, and greeuanct. 

The law (with all his might, to inferce it on,) 

Week giue him cable. . 

Oth. Let him doc hisfpite. 

My feruices which I haue donethe Seignior ie. 

Shall out- tongue his complaints, tis y et to know. 

Which when I know that boafting is an honour, 

I (ball promulgate, I fetch my life and being. 

From men of royal! height, and my demerrits. 

May fpeake vnbonneted as proud a fortune 
As this that I haue reach’d ; for know I ago. 

But that I loue the gentle Dtfdtmona , 

I would nor, my vnhoufgj free condition. 

Put into cicuumfcription and confine 

For the feas worth. Enter Caflio With lights. Officers, 

But looke what lights come yonder? > and torches . 

lag. Thsfc are the raifed Father and his friends, 

You were beftgoin. 

Oth. Not I, I mud be found. 

My parts, my Title, and my perfeS foulc, 

Shall manifelt my right by : is it they ? 
lag. By Janus I thinke no. 

Oth. The feruantsoftheDuke,andmy Leiutcnant? 

The goodnelfe of the night vpon you ^friends,) 

What is thenewes ? 

Oaf. The Duke doesgreetyou (Generali,) 

And he requires your haft, poft-hatt appearance, 

Euenon theinftant. 

Oth. What’s the matter thinke you ? 

Caf. Something from Cipret , as I may diuine. 

It is a bufineffe offome heate, the Galley es 
Haue fent a dozen fcquent meflengers 
This very night one at anothers heeles : 

And many of the Confuls rais’d, and met. 

Are at the Dukes already ; you haue bin hotly cald for. 

When being not at your lodging to be found, 

The Senate tent aboue three fcuerail quefts 



g T be Tragedy of O th ello 

ToTearchyou out. 

Oth. Tis well I am found by you, 

. I will but fp nd a word here in the houfe, and goe with you. 

Cff. Aunctent, what makes he here? 

U Faith he tonight, hathboordcdalapd Carria&, 

If it prooue la wfall pnie, hee’a made for euer. 

Qtf I doe not vnder ftand.. 

la Hee’s married:. 

Caf. To whom. 

Enter Brabantio, Roderigo , and others with light* 
andxcetyons. ; 

la. Marry to — Come Captains, wiUy.ou goe? 

Oth. Ha’withyou. -c. . > 

Caf. Here comes another troupe to feeke for you. 

la. It is Brabantio , Generali be aduifle, 

He comes to bad intent. 

Oth, Ho'la, (land there. 

Rod. Seignior, it is the Moore. 

Bra. Downe with him thiefe. 

lag. You Roderigo, come fir, I am for you. 

Oth. Ketpe vp your bright fwords, for che dew will ruu 
Good Seignior you (ball more command with yea re's 
Then with your weapons. ■ , . . 

Bra. O thou foule theefe, where hafttnou Hawc^ my ca 
Dambd as thou art, thou haft inchantedher, 

For lie referre meto all things offend’, 

(If flie in chaines of magick were not bound/ 

Whether a maids fo tender, faire, and h ippy. 

So oppofite to marriage, that flie (hand. 

The wealthy curled d mlwgs of our -Nation, 

Would tuer haue (to incurre a general mockej 
Runnc from her gatdage to the footy bofome 
Of fuch a thing as thou ? tofeare, not to delight : 

Judge me the world, if t’is no grofle in fenfe, 

That thou haft prafiifd on her with foule charmes,. 

Abufd her delicate youth with drugs or minerals. 

That weakens motion s He haue’e diiputed on > 









the <S\fooreof Venice* 

Tis portable and palpable to thinking ; 

; therefore apprt heud and doe attach thec s 
For an abufer of rhe World, a pradifer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant* 

Lay hold vpon him. if he doe refill, 

Suodue him at his peril!. 

Oth. Hold your hands. 

Both you of my inclining, and the reft s 
Were it my cue to fight, ! Ihould haue known it. 
Without a prompter, where will yf>u that 1 goe £ 
Toanfwere this your charge ? 

Bra. To prifon,Htiil fit time 
Of Law, and coyrfe of dire&Sefiion 
Call thee to anfwer, 

Oth. What if I doe obey, 

How may the Duke be therewith fatisfied, 

Whofe Mtflsngers are heefe about my fide, 

V pon fome prelent bufinelfe of the State, 

To bearc me to him. 

Officer. T is true moft worthy Seignior, 

The Duke’s in Councell, and your noble felfe s 
I am Pure isfentfor. 

Bra. Hoiv? the Duke in Councell? 

In this time of the oi§ht / bring him away | 

Mine's not an idle caufe; the Duke himfelfe. 

Or any of my Brothers of the Stare, 

Cannot but feele this wrongs as twere their owne. 

For if fuch a<9 ions, may haue paflage free, 
Bondflaucs,and Pagans Ihal ou t Stacefinen be. Exeunt 

Enter Duke and Senators , fetataT able , with lights 
and Attendants. 

Dukf, There is no composition in theie neWes, 

Thar giues them credit. 

i Sena. I ndeed they are difproportioned, 

M> letters fay, a hundred andfeuen Galiies, 

I>u and mine an hundred and forty* 
a Sen, And mine two hundred .* 

B a 
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,C The Tragedy of Othello 

But though they iumpe not on a iuft acc ount, 

( As inthefe cafes, where they ay me rep * 

Tis oft with difference , ) yet doe they all conhrmc 

ATurkifr fleet, and bearing vp to 

Du Nay, it is poffible enough to xudgement . 

I doe not fo fecure me to the error. 

One within. What ho, whatho.wbat ho ? 

O ffictr. A tneffenger from the Galleys, 

Du Now, the bufineffe ? f , , 

Sailor. The T urkijh preparation make? for *ohdej. 
So was I bid report here to the State, by Sigmor Angelc. 
Du. How fay you by this change ? 

Sena . This cannot be by n® affay of reafon 

To keepe vsTn falfe gaze t when we confidcr 
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk! : 

And let our felues againe, but vnderftand 
That as it more concernes the Turk? then mat. 

So may he with more facile queftion bcare it, 

For that it ftands not in fuc’n warlike brace. 

Who altogether lacks inabilities , , , . 

That Rhodes is dreft in : if wc make thoog it of this,, , 
We muft not thinke the Turk? is fo ynskntull. 

To Icaue that lateft which oncernes him hr It; 
Negleaing an attempt of eafe and game. 

To wake and wage a danger prontlefle. _ 

Du. Nay, in aU,confidence!hee s not for XMty 

officer. Here is more newes. Snter asMff l 
Mef The Ottomtes, rcuerend andgratious. 

Steering with due courfe.towardthe Ifle o : Rhodes 3 

Haue there inioyntedthem with an after flee , 

, Sena. I,foIthought,howmany,asyoaguefle. 

• 5 Wef Of 20. faile. and now they doe refterne 

Thdrbackward courfe, bearing with frankeappearan 

Their purpofes towarcs Cw Hi c : s . el 8 nlor ^ * 

Your tiufly and moft valiant lermtor. 
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the Moore of Venice.. 

with his free duty recommends you thus, . 

And prayes you to belecue him. 

q)u. Tis certaine then for Cyprus, 
eJMarctu Luccicos is not he in towne ? 

1 Sena. Hee*s now in Florence. 

Du. Write from vs to him poft, poll haft dilpateb. 

Enter Brabantio, Othello, Roderigo, Iago, Cafiio; 
Defdemona, and Officers. 

I Sena. Here comes Brabantio and the valiant Moore. 
D». Valiant Othello , we muft ftraite imploy you, 
Againft the generall enemy Ottoman 5 
I did not fee you, welcome gentle Seignior, 

We lackt your counfell, and your helpe to night. 

’Bra. So did 1 yours, good your Grace pardon me 
Neither my place, nor ought I heard of bufineffe 
Hath rais’d me from my bed, not doth the general! care 
Take hold of me, for my particular grkfe. 

Is offo floodgate and orebearing nature, 

That it engluts andf wallows other forrowes. 

And it is ftill itfelfe. 

Du. Why, whats the matter ? 

’Bra. My daughter, O my daughter. 

M. Dead? 

"Bra. I to me : 

She is abus’d, ftolne from me and corrupted, 

By fpcls and medicines,boHght of Mountebanckes, 

For nature fo prepofteroufly toerre, 

(Being not deficient, blind or lame of fenfe,) 

Sans witchcraft could not. 

Du. Who ere he be, that in this foule proceeding 
Hath thus beguild your daughter of her fclfe. 

And you of her, the bloody booke of Law* 

Y ou (hall your felfe, read in the bitter letter. 

After itsowne fenfe, yeatho our proper fonne 
Stood in your adion. 

Sra, Humbly I thankc your Grace $ 
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The Tragedy of Othello 

Here is the man, this Moore, whom now it feemes 
Your fpeciall mandate, for the State affaires 
Hath hither brought. 

AH. We are very forry for’e. 

Du . What in your owne part can you fay to thi 9 ? 
Hra. Nothing, but this is fo« 

Oth. Moft po.ent.graue and reuerend Seigniors, 

My very noble and approou’d good Mailers : 

That I haue tane away this old mans daughter. 

It is moft true : true, l haue married her. 

The very head and front of my offending, 

Hath this extent, no more. Rude 1 am in my fpeach, 
And little bleft with the fet phrafe of peace, 

For fince thefe armes of mine h id feuen ycares pith, 

Till now fome nine Moones wafted, they haue vs’d 
Their deareft aftion in the tented field ; 

And little of this great worklcan l fpeake, 

M are then pertaines to Rates of broyles, and battaile. 
Ami therefore little fhall I grac my caufe, 

Infpeaking for my felfe ; yet by your gracious patience, 
I would a round vnrauiih’d talc dclruer. 

Of my whole courfe of loue, what drugs, what charmeSj 
What coniuration, and what mighty Mag'cke, 

(For fuch proceedings am I charg’d withall 0 
I wonne his Daughter. 

Bra. A maiden neuer bold. 

Of fpirir fo ftill andqui* t, that her motion 
B uflit at her felfe : and (he in fpight of nature, 
Ofyesres, of Countrey, credit, eucry thing, 

To fall in loue with what flhe fear’d todooke on ? . 

It is a iu Iqemenc mai nd, and moft im icrfe&. 

That will con f effi , p rfeflion fo would ene 
Againft all rules of Nature, and muft bedriuen 
To findout pradifts of cu ning h II, 
ty hy th« Ihouldbe, ' therefore. vouch againe. 

That witfttbme m xtures p werfullore the biood. 

Or with 'fo re dram coniur d to this effect, 

He 'wrought vpon her. 






the Moore of Venice, 

D# To vouch this is no proofed 
Without more certaine and more ouert teft, 

Thefe are thin habits, andpoore likelihoods, 

Of moderne feemings, you preferre againft him. 

i Sena. But Othello fpeake, 

Did you by indireft and forced courles, 

Subdue and poifon this young maides affe&ions ? 

Or came it by requeft, and fuch faire queftion. 

As foule to foule affordetb f 1 

Oth. I doe befeechyoH, 

Send for the Lady to the Sagittary, 

And let her fpeake of me before her Father j 
Ifyou doe finde me foule in her report, 

The truft, the Office, I doe hold of you. 

Not onely take a way, but let your fentence 
Euen fall vpon my life. 

Du. Fetch Dtfietxena hither. Exeunt tWo or three. 

Oth . Ancient conduct them, you beft know the place 5 
And till (he come, as trucly as toheauen 
I doe confefll the vices of my blond. 

So iuftiy to your graue eares I le prefent. 

How I did thriue m this fiire Ladyesloue, 

And file in mine. 

Du. Say it Othello. 

Oth. Her father loued me, oft inuited me. 

Still queftioned me the ftory of my life, 

From yeare to yeare,the battailes/eiges, fortunes 
That I hauc-pift: 

I ran it through, euen from my boyifli dayes, 

Toth’ very moment that h. bade me tell it : 

Wherein I fpake of moft difaftrous chances. 

Of moouing accidents, by flood and field ; 

Ofhaire-brcadth feapes ith imminent deadly breach} 

Of being taken by the infolent f >e. 

And fold to fl ucry ; of my redemption thence. 

And portai ce in my trauclls hiftorie ; 

Wherein of Antars vail, and Dclarts idle, 

Rough quariesj rockvs and hils, whofe heads touch heauen,' 
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1 4, The Tragedy of Othello 

It was oly hint to fpeake, fnch was tny procefle : 

And of the Cannibals, that each other eate ; 

The 'sfnthropophagie, and men whole heads 
Doe grow beneath their (houlders • there to hearej, 

Would Defdernona ferioufly incline ; 

But ftill the houfe affaires would draw her thence. 

Which euer as (he could with haft difpatcb, 

Shce’d come againe, and with a greedy eare 
Deuoure up my difcourfe ; which! obleruing, 

Tooke once a ply ant houre, and found good meanes 
To draw from her a prayer ofearneft heart, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate. 

Whereof by parcells (he had fomething heard. 

But not intentiuely, I didconfer.t, 

And often did beguile her of her teares. 

When I did fpeake of fome diftrcsfull ftroake 
That my youth fuffered : my ftory being done ; 

She sane me for my paines a world of ligbes j 
She fwore (faith twas ftrange,twas pafsing ftrange $ 
Twas pittifulh twas wonderous pittifull ; 

She wiiht (he had not heard it, yet (he wilht 

That heauen had made her fuch a man : (he thanked me.. 

And bad me if l had afriendthat loued her, 

I (houU but teach him how to tell my . . 

And that would woe her. Vpon this hate 1 lpa*e. 

She lou’d me for the dangers I had paft . 

And I lou’d her that (he did pitty them . 

This onely is the w itchcraft I haue vs d : 

Here comes the Lady, 

Let her witnefleit. 

Enter Defdemona, I ago, and the raft. 

Du. I thinke this tale would wm my daughter to } 
Good 'Brabantio&Vt vp this mangled matter at the be it. 
Men doe their broken weapons rather vfe, 

Then theit bare hands* 

"Bra. I pray you hcare her fpeake* 

Iffli. confeff ;.'that (lie was hake the wooer, 
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the W^moreof Venice. 

Deftruftion light on me, if toy bad blame 
Light on the man. Come hither gentle miftrefle s 
Doe you perceiue in all this noble company, 

Where raoft yon owe obedience ? 

Def. My noble father, 

I doe perceiue here a deuided duty ; 

To you I am bound for life and education 5 
My life and education both doe learne me 
How to refpeft you, you are the Lordof duty, 

I am hitherto your daughter. But heere’s my husband s 
And fo much duty as my mother (hewed 
To you, preferring you before her father. 

So much I challenge,that I may profefle. 

Due to the Moore my Lord. 

'Bra, God bu’y, I ha done : 

Pleafe it your Grace,on to the State affaires , 

I had rather to adopt a child rhen get ic-j 
Come hither Moore : 

I here doe giue thee that, withall my heart. 

Which but thou haft already, with all my heart 
I would keepe from thee : for your fake (Icwell,) 

I am glad at (oule, I haue no other childe. 

For thy efcape would teach me tyranny. 

To hang clogs on era, I haue done my Lord/ 

Du. Let me fpeake like your felfe,and lay a fentence 
Which asa greefeor ftep may helpe thefe louers 
Into your fauour* 

When remedies are paft, the griefes are ended. 

By feeing the worft, which late on hopes depended. 

To mourne a mifeheife that, is paft and gone, 

Is the next way to draw more mifehiefe on ; 

What cannot be preferu d when fortune takes. 

Patience her iniury a mockery makes. 

The rob’d that fmiles, fteales fomethins from thethiefe. 
He robs himfelfe.that fpends a bootelefle griefe. 

\xT^ ra ' r urke, of Cyprus vs beguile, 

We lofe it not fo long as we can fmile ; 

He beares the fentence well that nothing beares, 

C 
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The tragedy of Othello 

But the fee comfort, which from thence he heares s 
But he bcares been the fentence and the forrow, 

That ro pay griefc, muft of poore patience borrow* 

Th (c feutences tofugar, or to gall* 

Being ft tong on both fides,are equiuocall s 
But wor s ate wot ds,I neucr yec did heare. 

That the bruis’d heart was pierced through the eare. 

Befeech you now, to the affaires of the Rate. _ , 

Du The Turke with ffloft mighty preparation manes tor Cyprus 
Othello, the fortitude of the place, is beft knowne to you,and tho we 
haue there a Subfticure of mod allowed fufficiency ,y et opinion, a fo- 
utraigne miftrdfc of eff ds.throwes a more fafer voyce on youj you 
mult therefore be content to flubber the glofle of your new fortunes, 
with this more ftubborne and boifterous expedition. 

Oth. The tyrant cuflome,moft: graue Senators, 

I-iach made the flinty and ftcele Cooch of warre, 

My thrice-driuen bed of downe : I doe agnize 
A naturall and prompt alacrity , 

I find in hardnelle,and doe yndertahe 
This prefent warre, againft the Ottomtes • 

Mod humbly thercfcre,bcnding to your State,. 

I craue fit difpoficion for my wife, . 

Due reference of place andexhibiiion. 

With fuch acc rmodation and befort. 

As leuels with her breeding. 

Du. I f you picafc, bee’t at her fathers, 

Tret. He not haue it fo. 

Oth. Nor l. , - , 

Def. Nor 1,1 would not there refide*. 

To out my father in impatient thoughts. 

By being in his eye : mod gracious Duke, 

To mv vnfolding lend a gracious eare. 

And let me find 2 charter in your voyce, 

T’afsift my fr. pienelfe — 

Dm. What would you DtfdcmoM . 

Def. That 1 did loue the Moore to Uue f ^ 1 o t J’ 

My downe right molence,and ftorme of » 

Hay trumpet tothe world ; my hearts fubdued, 






the aSA'Toore of Venice. 

Jjuen to the verv-qualitie ofmy Lord s 
1 frw Othelloes viiagc in his minde. 

And to ins Honors and ht<> valiant parts * 

Di i 1 my foule and fortunes confecratc. 

So that deare Lords, if I be left behinde, 

A M oth of peace, and he goe to the warre. 

The rites for which l loue him, are bereft me. 

And 1 a heauy interim (halllupport, 

Byvhis deare abfences let me goe with him. 

Sth Your voyces Lords : befeecn you let her will 
H iue a free way : 

Vouch with me hcauen, I therefore beg it not 
To pleafe thepalatof my appetite, 

No. tocomply with heate, the young affe&S 
In my defund, and proper fatisfadion. 

But to be free and bounteous to her mind. 

And heauen defend your goo 1 fooles that you thinkc 
I will your ferious and good bufineffe (cant. 

For (he is «• irh me ; — no, when light wingd toyes. 
And feather'd C upid foyles with wanton uulnefle, 
My fpcculariueand adiue inftruments, 

That my difports .corrupt and raint my bufineffe. 

Let hufwiues make a skclltt ofmy Helme, 

And all indigne and bafe aduerfities. 

Make head againft my reputation. 

Du. Be it, as you fliali priuately determine, 
Eytherfor her ftay or going the aff are cry cs haft. 
And fpeed mail an f were,vou muft hence to night. 

Def. To night my Lord? 

Dm. Thisnight. Oth. With all my heart* 

Dm. At nine i’th morning here weel meet againe* 
Othello, leaue feme officer behind. 

And he (hall our Commiffion bring to you, 

Withfuch things elfe of quality and refped. 

As doth import you. 

Oth. Pleafe your Grace, my Ancient, 

A man he is of honefty and truft. 

To his conueyauce 1 alsigne my wife. 
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With what elfe needefull your good Grace fliall thinke, 

To be fent after me* 

“Du. Let ic be To: . 

Good night to euery one, andnoble-Seigmor, 

If vertue no delighted beauty lacke. 

Your Son in law is farre more faire then blacfee. 
i Sena . Adieu braue Moore, yfe Defdemona well. 

Bra . Looke to her Moore,if thou haft eyes t© fee. 

She has deceiud’d her father, and may thee. Exeunt, 

Oth. My lift vpon her faith. Honeft lago t 
, My Defdemona mufti leaue to thee, 

I prethee let thy wife attendon her, 

And bring her after in the beft aduan.tage ; 

Come Defdemona, I haue but an houre _ 

Of loue, of worldly matters and diredion. 

To fpend wich thee, we muft obey the time . 

Bod, I ago. Exit Moore and Dtfdemona. 

lag. W hat faille thou noble heart ? 

Rod. What will I doe thinkft thou ? 

, fag. Why coetobedaodfleepe. 

Rod . I will incontinently drownemy felfe. 

lag. Well, if thondbeftilfii^Uneuertoucliwc aftetit. 

Why thou filly Gentleman _ , . 

Rod. If is fillineffe to liuc, when to hue ts a torment, and then we 
friae a prefcription.to dye when death is our Phy fiviaiv , 

Jag! O villanous, I ha look’d vpon the world for foare times fe- 
uen \ eares, and fmee I could diftinguifli betweene a benefit and an 
injury, t neuer found a man that knew how to loue himftlfe s crel 
would fay I would drownemy felfe, for the loue ©faGinny Hen,I 
would change my humanity with a .Babcone. , ■ 

Rod . What fhould I doe ? I confcfte it ts my frame to be fo iond, 

but ic is not in my vertue to amend it. .l ,' 

Iao Vertue, W,tis incur felues, that wee are thus, or thus 
our bodies are gardens, tothe which our wi ills are ^i Qe rs ft ^ 
ff we will plant Nacles.or fow Letctce, fet lfop, and weed vp Ti , 

fuPDirit with one gender of hearbes, or diftraft K with nm ny^ 

theftohaue it fteni'd wiihidlcncffe, or manur’d withand^ftiy, y 
| ie power,aud corrigible authority of this, Iks wour wills. Hj. 










the Moore of Venice. 
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ballance of our Hues had not one fcale of reafon, to poife another of 
fenfualityj the blood and bafenefle of our natures, would conduft 
rs to raoft prepofterous conclufions. But wee haue reafon to coole 
eur raging motions, cur carnall flings, our vnbitted lulls ; whereof 
I take this, that you call loue to be a fed, or fyen. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

fag It is meerely a luft of the blood,and a permiflion of the will .* 
Come, be a man ; drowne thy felfe ? drowne Cats and blinde Pup- 
pies s I profefle me thy friend, and I confeffe me knit to thy defer- 
uing, with cables of perdurable tougbnefle ; I could neuer better 
fteedc thee then now. Put money in thy purfe ; follow thefc warres, 
defeate thy fauour with an vfrrp’d beard ; I fay put money in thy 
purfe. It cannot be, that Defdemona fhould long continue her (oue 
vntothe Moore, — put money in thy purfe, — nor he his to her; it 
was a violent commencement, and thou fhaltfeean anfwerablefe* 
queftration t put but money in thy purfe.— Thefe Moores arechan- 
geableintheir wills,— fill thy purfe with money. The food thatto 
him now is as tufrious as Locufts,ftul! be to him fhortly as bitter as 
Colcquintida: She rr.uft change for youth 5 when free is fated withr 
hisbody, fhee will finde the error of her choyce 5 fhee muft haue 
change, fhs muft. There fore put money ^in thy purfe : If thou wile 
needs damme thy felfe, doe it a more delicate way then drowning $ 
make all the money thou canil. If famftimony , and a fraile vow, bc» 
twixt an erring Barbarian, & a fuper- fabtle V enttia*, be not too hard 
for my wits; and all the tribe of hell, thou fr alt enioy her ; therefor e 
make money,— a pox a drowning, tis cleane our of the way ; feeke 
thou rather to be hang’d in comparing thy ioy then to be drowned, 
andgoe without her. ' 

Rod. W He thou he faft to my hopes, if I depend on the iffue ? 

T , , art fureofme— goe, make money— 1 haue told thee 

f C'rTf i r aga i" e> anda 8 aine . « hate the Moore, my caufe 
is hearted, thine has ho lefle reafon, let vs be coniuudiue in our re- 

J n g • agarnlt him : It thou canft cuckold m m, thou doeft thy felfe s 
pltafure,mea fport. 1 here are many tutors in the wombeof Time, 

hauemo^ b f t 1Uercd ' rrautr{c, > goe,prouide tby money, we wilt 
moie of ch;s to morrow^ adieu. * * 

Rod, Where fhnll wemect i’ih morning ? 

At my lodging 

- c s- ; Rod; 
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The Tragedy of Othello 

Rod. He be with thee betimes. : ' 

lag Go to, fare well;— doe you heare R oderigoi 
Rod. What fay you? 

lag ;Slo more of d owning,doe you heart ? 

Rod. I am chang’d, I le goe fell all my laud. 

Exit Roderigo. a 

lag. Thus doc I euer make my foole my purfe : 

For i mine ownc gain’d knowledge fhould prophane 
If I would time expend with fuChafnipe, 

But for my (port and profit: 1 hate the Moore, 

Andie is thought abroad chat twtxt my flieetes 
Ha’s done my office ; I know not,if’c be rrae— 1 
Yet I , for meere fufpition in th ,t kind, 

Willdoe,as if for fnrety : he holds me well, 

The better Ihall nay purpose worke on him.. 

Cafsto's a proper man, 1 . 1 me fee now, 

Toget this place, and to piu ne up my will, 

A double knauery — how, how, — let me fee. 

After fome time, to abufc Otht doe's care. 

That he is too familiar with his wife s 
He has a* perfon an J a (mooth difpofe, 

To be fufpe&ed, fram’d to make women falfe : 

The Moore is of a free and open nature. 

That thinkes men honcft s that but tcemes to be fo: 

And will as tenderly be led bith’ oofc as Afles are : 

Iha’c, it isingender’d : Hellandnight . 

Muft bring this monltrous birth to the worlds light. 

ABut 2. Scoena i. 



Enter Montanio, G ouemor of Cyprus, 'frith 
type other G cntlemen . 

entanio. 

H 7 X rHat from the Cape cap youdifcernc at Sea? 

Y V l Gent. bJoihingatalijitisahighwroughtfioo , 

1 cannot t wixt the heauen and the may ne 
Drfcry a faile. 
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-t/ic fed core of Venice 

Jiont. Jtelhlnfa the. wind fiat/tjpc/<e aloud at land ; 
J/uCrlta/l ne'erjioad otir 6 aft /entente 

Tr it /izt/t yufftcL/i^cC <J0 upodi t/jetSecL,. 
fat rids of cad , lo/e,, ft fje ,,, o tyt fia </> S 

Can fold the jHovUe'S ? ndofoeAear . 

% . fe/ih fe ^feyreyafio/i o/f/p Tu rA/sA fedeefe / 



rcuj 7>/ai/i t 



SfC/ffS ft? cafe Ttlde/r' O'l t/e birwiJij Xey , 

\ff7rrC aue/irA Tic p rear ids of* T y ei/e/' J'f/'CcT /code y 

fe Hevei*- efird diAc ///odeferrtro /i Vl*/*' 

Or Tie eaefeafeed fefeped ' , 

fed hi. d/f-fdtat d//c Arc/ *A ifet fed ee ( 

TSe /tat eitfeefre riL cr/tcC c/si A ay (Aey } re ciy < c/mcL- 

fed is d//ipfe/cAdc ic dear if (/ad . 

S Ce/iC 1 l, ^Ertfc fe dfentd&Jnan . 

J* tjenh, lords, our wars are cdo // e \ 

dfee defer rate {-er/pefe A ad// j'u 6 a//y cd dA e Turfes , 

T/7i a d dA c ? j*- (dcfepf/ze/s/a/td / after . fe/ted Ae ? * - Tip cfe (de/r rce* 
Tfeat/j t.rcc// a prdci/ouo jr/trcA a/id tS7tfees'a//csL 
fe/i ///fepardfedAcfe/ccd- . ? 
felon/ feo/r / rs Tiff druc • 

3 , djcnt. fee fe/fe 4 / /ere pud- z/t ) 

fe Veto/tfeJo j Ksfdc/iaed Ca/f/e , 
feeiite/ia/T q/ T/c /rordiAe feioc r OTe/do , 
fer cone <r/t %rAore ' y Tic fefoctr At/feefev at ca^ 9 
%/d//d it/ r/ife/idd C o //i //life? &/i //ere feor iyyuri/xf . 
felond. fe f /jt pda id 0 / 1 Y; 'Hr et TTerdAy t/ei'ersto/' , 

3 /pit. CSutT/ij yfij/s/c Ca/zdo, dAiu/pA Ac feea/ fe eos/tferf t 
yci/T/fe d/e fed /T/A Tfe } y effete //>/s tfafe// / 
fid yOeajfr d/e fefrer de ^rafe. \fe } 'T/cy yrere pa/Ve/d 

JVdtA feud a i/d id} ode /id de/stfee/A - 
- feta nd* fe? 4 ay Aeav’s/j’ Ac /e ; 
doe d Am/e tferisd A///i , aurd t/re /?ux7i c<?//mai*idiS 
di/ic ci feutt t fe defter . feetls i~o td/e %/ert tS/dz,, 

^/dtf /redd do <reeeAe ufered Tati/ co///e i/i , 
fetT do T/eo/r out our /yes feor Ai^ai/e Gd/e/do } 

&Vf/i' till i/e ducxAe fee /rtcu/v a/iddA 1 ae diced 6 den/ 
fe>i tncdc/h'ncd reared . 










a 2 - . Ufageciy Of 0 t/e/Zo 

LfC/lh Co /Jit, Zv/lj do do] 
dfor every z/iinufo io eocpec fancy 
Of snore arr/va/i C£j> * 

Szrt-er C 1 

Q/' \77fa//As to /Ac vaAZcr/// gf/Aiy /rarA/Ac sOZc , 

r Z/Aa/yo approve /Ac dZvvr ; (?/ Zef/Ae Aectds/y 
Z/df ///si ar/?//ce ayezzAf /Ac eAc/s/fs/Ar , 
for JA A or v-e AafA/s/z o/z a do// pc/Was *fea . 
Jlltnt. ff Ac soe/Z *rAifd ? 

Caf- ZAZry AarA id y/vutZy /{//? AeAd, as id A i<j plZe/ 
vc ry expert a/id a/sprv v'd aZZa/ra// ce \ 

d Ac r fore fry Aopey f s/o/ yzifez/ed Co deaf~/i , 
Cia/irc i; v A ofd acre , 

fAtAxd j df da t Z( ) cl cTa id \ 

Cad ~W/iat — ? 




?i a t/c- 



iyent* 'fZe Zo/u/i za -e/npty f a/t tAe A/v/v o y Z/i <.f ecu' 
•Stand rasidd gf p eop Ac } a /id tAeiy cry ct yvuZ - 
Cccf Jfty dopey do yAapc // z/sifo / ' /Ae forer/jo^. 




Cjcnf . Z/fcy do dfcAar/e fActr y//ct of Co urte/ie 
Our fir ads at Aea/Z- , 

Q/. V/v-m/ ?/az'Sh' ) y<?j r crM , ^ 

S//r{ <7 /vc Uif fj'uf/i ip/e V/j t/iat (J d)‘/r y, / , 

iy/itr yMa/i. _ difz ? 

fZv/tt. CSatpood AZea/e/t a/i /-, is our fe/ie? uZ / on/d } 
Of * fZo/Z forZa/iate/y } Ae AatZi atrA/evlZ a /s/ettd 
c \jAat daraye//y deJcrZyotAo/i a/id Witdfdwe ; 

One da/ exccAZy t/je finds of AZaxonZ/uy pe/i<s , 
f/id i/t f/> ’ epeyifra/ ve/Zurs /A c/eatrosi 

do ex A ear aZZ cxceZ/ejicy — 

c /lie?' Z/e/iZZe/Ji# * 

jdctv/icjV } idio Ant/ you/ Z/i } 

Cent. }< jfj o/ic dap/ , S/tcistit- to tZ/c Zyes/erad , 

CciJ* SfAy Aad 7/r of fa oo/era A A a /id Aappy f/nf 
df.,, ,,0/ir j/tf jrj/lZi/cfL dZa/i Seay, ci/id AoTV/n/a mist 
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the CKd oore of V en ice. * 

As hauiogfenfc of beauty, Joonnic 
Their common naturcs,lecting goe fafel^ 1>y 
The diuine Defdemona, 

jwon. Whacislhe? 1 

Caf. She that I fpa!<e of, our great Captaincs Captaincy 
Left in the conduft of the bold Jags, 

Whofe footing heere anticipates our thoughts 
A fennights fpeede — great lout Othello guard. 

And fwell his faile with thine owne powerf’ull breath 
That he may bleffc this Bay with his tall Ihippe, 

And fwifdy come to Defdemona' s armes. 

Enter Defdemona, Iago, Emilia, md Roierigo. 
Giue renewd Ere, • 

To our exrinded ipirirs : 

And bring all Cyprus comfort, — O behold 
The riches of the lliip is come on (bore. 

Ye men o r Cyprus, let her hme your knees : 

H aile to thee Lad/ : and the grace of heauen, 

B fore,behmde thec,and on euery hand, 

Enwhecle thee round. 

Def [ tharke you valiant fifsio : 

Wha: tidings can you tell me of my Lord? 

C*f He is not yet arriued.nor know I ought. 

But that hee’s well, and will be Ihortly heere. 

Def O but I feare ; — how loft you company? 

r r tu ■ l withi ”l S fade, u faile. 

Caf. The great contention ot the fta and skies 
Parted our fellowship : but harke, a faile. 

2 . .JJ’V f iue thcir greeting to the Citadell, 

I his iikewiie is a friend. 

Caf See for the newes : 

Good Ancient, you are welcome, welcome Miftreflfe, 

Let it not gall your patience, good / go. 

That I extend my manners, tis my breeding. 

That giues me this bold (hew of courtefie. 

lap Sir, would (he giueyou lo much of her lips. 

As of hex tongue Ihehasbeftowcd on me, 

P 




The Tragedy of Othello 



You'd baue enough. 

Def Mas ! (he ha* no ipeach* 
l*r. In faith too much: 

1 find icftill, for when Ihaleatie to flee pc, 

Mary .befoEpyoar Lidi(hip I g'^ot. 

She pats her tongue ali tcle iil her heart, 

And chides with thinking* 

Em. You ha little caufe to fay fo. 

Uu Come on,come on } y ou are Pictures out of dores . 
Bells in your Parlors : Wildcats in your Kttchins : 

Saints in your iniuries : Diuells being offended : 

Plavers in your houfewifery; and houfewiues m your beds 
Def O fie vpon thee flanderer. 
lag. Nay, it is true,or elfe I am a Turk*, 

You rife to plav, and go: to bed to workc. 

Em. You (lull not write my praife. 
lag. No,let me not. . r 

DfJ. W hat wouldft theu write of me. 

If thou (bouldft praife me ? 

fag O gt ntle Lady , doc qot put me to r, 

For i am nothing, if not critical!- , 

Def. Comcon,,aflay — there’s one gontothe Harbor? 

Jag. I Madam. . , 

T)ef I am not merry,but I doe beguile 
The thing I am, by Teeming other-wife : 

Come, how woo’d t thou praife me ? _ 

~ Jr*\ I am about it, but in Iced my inuention 
Conies from fny pats, asbirdlime does from freeze, 

In plucks out braine and all : but my Mufe laoors. 

And thus Are is c’e'iuered : j _ 

jf (he he fairs and Wife, fir me (ft and Wit ; 

The one's for vfi, ties other vfeth it. ■■ • • 

Def Well prais’d : how if (las be ulack and witty s 
la? // fhe be blacks, and thereto bans a wit , 

Shse 'l fade a white, that {had herblacknejfef.t. 

~ Def V 1 orfe and worfe. 

Em. How if fame and foolifii ? 

She never yttwtufocifh that »fsfatr.e : 
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for eutn her folly helpt her to an E/tire. 

Def. Thefe arc old parodoxes.to make fooles laugh i“th Akheafb 
What miferable praife haft thou for her, 

That’s foule and foolifh ? 

lag. T here's none fo foule , andfeolifh thereunto t 
But does foule prankes, which faire and wife ones doe. 

Def O heauy ignorance, that praifes the word be ft : but what 
praife couldft thou beftow on a deferuing woman indeed ? one, that 
in the authority of her merits, did iuftly put ©n the vouch of very 
malice itfelfe ? 

lag. She that Was euer faire , and neuer proud , 

Had tongue at Will, and yet was neuer loWd, 

Neuer lac kg gold, and yet went neuer gay, 

Fled from her wi(b, and yet fid, koW I may : 

She t hat being angred, her reuenge being nigh, 

'Bad her wrong flay, and her difpleafure fiye ; 

She that inyoifedome, neuer Was fofraile, 

T 0 change the Codjheadfor the Salmons taile e 
She that could thinks, and neredifclofe her minds. 

See Sut ers following , and not looke be In-ode ; 

She was a Wight, ( if euer fuch Wight Were . ) 

Def To doe what ? 

I 3 g T 0 fickle fooles, and chronicle /mail Beere. 

Def O molt lame and impotc nt conclufion : 

Doenotlearne of him £;«>/&*, tho he be thy husband : 

How fay you Cafsto, is he not a raoft prophane and liberal 
Counfellour ? 

Caf He Ipeakes home Madam you may rellifli him 
More in the Souldicrthenin the Scholler. 

lag. He takes her by the palrne; I well fed, whifper; with as 
little a webbe as this, will I enfnare as great a Flie as Cafsio. I.fmilc 
vpon her, doe : I will carch you in your own courtfiiip : you fay true, 
tisfo indeed. I f fuch crickes as thefe ftripyou out of your Leiute- 
nantry, it had been bitter you had not rift your three fingers fo oft, 
ivnich now againe, you are mod apt to play the fir in : very good, 
well kift,and excellent courtefie * tis fo indeed : yet againe,your fin- 
gers ar your lips? would they were Clifterpipes for your fake. — 
ihe Moore, iknovvhis f run pet. Trumpet within. 

® 2 Sister 
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The 'Tragedy of Othello 



Enter Othello, and. Attendants. 

Caf. Tistruelyfo . 

Def Lets meet bin, and receiue bins. 

Caf. Loe, whete he comes. 

Oth. O my faireW amour. 

< Def. My dears Othello, 

■. Oth. It glues me wonder, great as my content. 

To fee you here before me ; O my foules ioy , 

If af r er euery ,tempeft,co re fuch calmenefle. 

May the windsblow,rill they haue wakened deaths 
And let the labouring Barke clime bilk* of leas, 

Ohmtu highland duck againe as low. 

As hell’s froinheauen ; If it were now to dye, 

T’were now to be moft happy /or I teare 
My foule hath her content fo abfolute. 

That not aoother comfort, like to this 
Succeeds in vnknown Fate. 

Def. The heauens forbid, ' 

But that our loucs and comforts (hou.d increale, 

Euen as our day es doe grow, 

Oth. Amen to rh it, tweet Powers . 

I cannot fpeake enough of this content, 

It flops me here, it is too much of ioy .* 

And chis,and this, the greateft due., rd be, . 

That ere our hearts (lull make. 

lav. O, you are well tun’d now. 

But lie fet downe the pcgs,that makes this mufiqti , 
Ashoneftaslam. 

Oth. Come, let vs to the C alue : , ■ . 

Nwes friend , °ur u-urr. are done, the T»A‘ are dro-r nd. 
How dos my old acquaintance of this 1 lie . 

Honny , you (hall be well defir d in Cyprus ; 

I haue found great loue amongft them : O my fweet: 

I prattle out of fafliion,and I dote, 

|n mine owne comforts : I prethee gocy ago, 

Goe to the Bay, and difimbarke my Coffers j 



Goe to the Bay, ana uuiuiu*i*w 

Bring thou the Mafter to the Oitadell : 

He is a good ona,arid bis worthmetle. 



Does 









the Moore of Venice. 
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-Doe« challenge much refbeft: s come Defdemona, 

Once more well met at Cyprus. Exeunt. ' . 

lag. Doe thou meet me prtfcntly at the Harbour : come hither. 
If thou beeft valiant, (as they fay, bafe men being in loue, haue then 
a Nobility in fheir natures, more then is natiue to them,) — lift me, 
the Leimenant to night watches on the Court of Guard : fir ft I will 
tell thee this, Defdemona is direftly in loue with him. 

Rod. W ith him ? why tis not pofiible. 

Jag. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy foule be inftrufted: marke 
me, with what violence fhe firft lou’d the Moore, but for bragging, 
and telling her fantafticali lies ; and will fhe loue him ftill for pra- 
ting? letnotthcdifcreet heart rhinke it. Her eye muff be fed, and 
what delight fh ill (he haue to lookc on the Diuell? When the blood 
is made dull with the aft of fport, there fhould be a game to inflame 
it,and gitie faciety a frefii appetite. Louelinesin fauour/ympathy 
in yeares, manners, and beauties j all which the Moore is defeftius 
in ; now for want of tbefe requir’d canueniences, her delicate ten- 
dernelfe will find it felte abus’d, beginne to heaue the gorge, difrelifh 
and abhorre the Moore, very nature will inllruft her to it, andcom- 
pellbertofumefecondchoyce : ‘' or fir, this granted, as it is moft 
pregnant and vnforced pofition, who ftands fo eminently in the de- 
gree of this forrune, as Cafsio does ?. a knaue very voluble, no farder 
confcionuble, then in putting on the meere forme of ciuill and hu- 
mane Teeming, for the better compafsing of his fait and moft hidden 
loofeaff.ftions: A labile flipperykosue, a finder out ofoccafions ; 
that has an eye, can itampe and counterfeit aduantages, tho true 
aduantage neuer prefent*it fdfe. Bclides, the knaue is handfome, 
yong, and hath all thnfe requifites in him tliat folly and green mindes 
looke after; a pefiiknt cosrpieac knaue, and the woman has found 
him already. 

Rod. I cannot beleeue that in her, fhec’s full of moft bleft con^ 
dition. 

Jag, Bleft figs end : the wine fhe drinkes is made of grapes : if 
ihe had been bleft, (he would neuer haue lou’d the Moore. Didft 
thou not fee her paddle with the palme of his hand ? did’ft not mark© 
that f 

Rod. Yes, but that was but courtefie. 

fag. Lechery, by this hand : an Index and obfeare prologue t© 

D 3 the 
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the hi (lory, of !u(l and foulc thougks ; they met fo neere with their 
lips, that their breathes embrac’d together, villanous thoughts, when 
thefe mutualities fo marfhall the way ; hand athand comes Redtrip, 
themafterandthc maine exercife, the incorporate conclufion. 
fir.be you rul'd by me, I haue brought you from Venice ; watch you 
to night, for command lie lay’t vpon you , Cafsio knowes you 
not, i le rot be farre from you, due you findc fome occafion to anger 
C*fs to, eitlter by fpcaking too loud, or tainting his discipline, or 
from what other courfe you plcafe ; which the time (hall more fauo. 
rably minifter. 

Rod Welt. 

lag. Sir he is ra(h,and very fuddaine in choler, and haply with his 
Trunchen may firike at you ; prouokt him that he may, for turnout 
of chat, will 1 cmfe thefe of Cyprus to mutiny, whofe. qualification 
ihall come into no true talle again’c,but by the difphntir.g of Cajsio: 
So fiiall you haue a (hotter iourney to your dtfircs, by the meanesl 
(hall then haue to prefir them, & the impediment, molt profitably re- 
mou’d,without which there were no expectation of our profperity. 

Red. I will doe this, if! cm bring it to any oppoituniry. 

Jag. J wart ant thee, meet me by and by at the Cittadcll 5 1 muft 
fetch his neceflaries a fhore. — Fate well. 

Rod. Adue. Exit. 

lag. That Cafsio loues herd do well bdecue it ; 

That (he loues hi n. tis ape andofgreac credit; 

The Moore howbe’r, rhat 1 indure him no'. 

Is of a conftint^nobie,touing nature ; 

And 1 darethinke,hee’ieproucto Dtfdcmona, 

A mod deere husband; now I doe loue her toe?. 

Not out of abfolute luft,(tho peraduenture, 

I (land accomptant for as great a fin,) 

But partly lead to diet my reuenge, 

For that I doe fn r ped die luftfull Moore, 

Hatlileap’d into my feat,t he thought whereof 
Dothlike a poifonous mincrall gnaw my inwards; 

And nothing can ,nor (hall content my foulc. 

Till 1 am cuen’d with him, wife for wifi ; 

Or failing fo, yet that 1 pur the Moore, 

At lead, intoa leaibufic to (bong, 
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the Moore of Venice. 

That iudgement can not cure 5 which thing to doe. 

If this poore trafli of Venice , whom ! trace, 

For his quicke hunting, ftand the putting on. 

He haue our sJWickaci Cafsio on the hip, 

Abufe him to the Moore, in-the ranke garbe, 

(For I feare Cafsio t with my night cap to ) 

Make the Moore rhanke rre,!oue me,and reward me,. 
For making him egregioufly an AfTe, 

And pradifing vpon his peace and quiet, 

Euen to madnefle : — tis heere,but yet confus’d ; 
Knaueries plaine face is neuer fiene, till vs’d. 

'Exit 

Enter Othello j Herauld^ reading- a Proclamation . 
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It i sOtheBo's pleafure, our noble and valiant General!, that vpon 
certaine tidings novvarriued, importing the mecre perdition of the 
TVw'fy/frFleete; that etiery man pat himfilfe into triumph; fome to 
dance, fome makebonefirs; each man to what fport and Rcuelshis- 
adiidion leadcs him; for befidcs thefe beneficial! newts, it is the ce- 
lebration of his Nuptialls : So much was bis pleafure fliould be pro- 
claimed. All Offices are operand there is fall liberty .from this pre- 
fenr houre offiie,till the bell harh told el yuen. Heauen bled: the idle 
°f Cyprus t &nA our noble Generali Othello.- 



Enter Othello, Caffio, and Defdemona. 



Oth. Good (JMichael looke you to the gu grd to night. 

Lets teach our felues that h mourablc floppe. 

Not to outfport difcretioti. 

Caf. lago hath diredion what to doe : 

But notwithftanding, with my perfonall eve 
Will I looke to it: y 

Oth. I ago is mod hon'd ? 

Michael goodnighr, to morrow with yourearlic d, 
i.ec me haue fpecch with you, come my deare loue, 

The purchafe made, the fruits are to enfue, 

Out profits yet to come twixt me and you, 

ni f ;ht s Exit Otic. hand Defections. 

Eater. 






j o The Tragedy of Othello 

Enter I ago. 

Caf Welcome /<*£«, we mull to the watch. 

U g. Not this houre Lear enant, tis not yettenaelock: ourGt„ 
ncrall caft vs thus early for the loue of hi-! Defdemona,vtho let vs not 
therefore blame, he hath not yet made wanton the night with-herj 
and (he is fport for I one. 

Caf. SheisamoftexquifiteLady. 

Jag. And I le warrant her full of game. 

Caf. Indeed (he is a moft freflh and delicate creature. 
fag What an eye (lie has ? 

Me thinkesic founds a parly of prouocation, . 

Caf. An inuiting eye, and yet me thmkcs right modeft. 
lag. And when (he fpeakcs.tis an alarme to loue. 

Caf. She is indeed perfedion. 

lag. Well, happineffe to their (heetes come Leiutenant,I 

haue" a Hope of Wine, and heere without are a brace of Cyprus Gal- 
lants, that would faine haue a meafure to the healch of the blacks 
Othello. 

Caf ; Not tonight, good t*go; I haue very poore and vnhappy 
braines for drinking :1 could well wifhcotorix fie would inuentfome 

other cuftome of entertainemenr. 

lag* Othey are our friends, — but one cup: 11c dr inke for you, 

Caf I hadi unke but one cup tonight, andthat was craftily qua- 
lified to, and behold what rnnouation it makes here : I am vnfor- 
tunate in the infirmity* and dare not taske my weakeneffe with any 

lag . What man, tis a night of Reuells } thc Gallants defue it. 
Caf. Where are they ? 

Jag. Here at the dore,I pray you call them in. 

Caf Iledo’t, but it diflikes me. . Exit:, 

lag. If I can fallen but one cup vpon him, 

With that which he hath clruoke to night already., 

Hee’l be as full of quarrel! and offence, ^ ' 

As my young mifiris dog: — -Noy mw licke foole Roderigo, 

( Whom loue has turn’d almoft the wrong (ide outward ) 

To Dt [demon a, hath to night carouft 
Potations pottle deeper-rid heidsro w itch : 

Three tads of Cyprus, noble fwelling fpints, ^ 



___ 
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thz^didere of Venice. 

(That hold their hohour,in a wary diftance. 

The very Elements of this warlike I lie,) 

Haue I to night fluftred with flowing cops. 

And the watch too : aow mongft this flock of drunkards, 

I am to-put 6vtc.'Ckfsio in Come a&ion, c • 

That may offend the Jfle $ Enter Montanio,CaflIo c 
But here they come : and others. 

If confequencedoe but approoue my dreame. 

My boate faijes freely, both with wind and ftreame. 
faf Fore God they haue giuen me a roufe already. 

Mon. Good faith a little one, not pall a pint, 

As I am a Soldier, . 

Jag. Some wine Hoe : 

And let me t he Cannikin clinke, clinks, 

And let me the Cannikin clink e, clinks : 

A Souldier’ s a man, a life’s but a /pan, ' . ! j 

Why then let a Souldier drinke. — Some wine boy es. 

Caf Fore heaueti an excellent fong. 

lag. I learn’d it in England , where ifideed they are moft potent in 
potting : your Dane , your Germane, and your fwag-bellied Hollan- 
der, (drinke ho,) are nothing to your Englijh. 

Caf. I s your Englijh man fo exquifite in his drinking ? 

Jag. Why he drinke s you with tacillity,your Dane dcaddrunke : 
he fweates not to ouerthrow your Almaine j he giues your Hollander 
a vomit, ere the next pottle can be fild. 

Caf. To the health of our Generali. 

Mon. i am for it Teiutenant,and I will doe you iuftice. 
lag. O fweet England, — 

King Stephen Was and a Worthy Peere , 

His breeches coft him but a croWne, 

H e held 'em (ixpence all to deere, 

With that he cald the Taylor lowne. 

He Was a Wight of high renoWne, 
zA nd thou an but of low degree, 

T is pride that puls the Countrey doWne, 

T hen take thine auld doke about thee. — Some wine ho. 

Caf. Why, this is a mote exquifite fong then the other.- 
l*g* Will you hcat’tagen? 




Caf. 
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The Tragedy of Othello 

Caf No, for I holdhim vnwortby of his place, that docs thofe 
things well, Hcauen’s aboue all, and there bee foulcs that tnuftbec 
faued. 

lag. It istrue good Leiutenant. 

Caf For mine ownc part, no offence, to the General),nor any »an 
of qualllty, I hope to be faued. 
lag. And fo doe I Leiutenant. 

Caf I but by your leaue» nor before me ; the Leiutenant is to be 
faued before the Ancient. Let's ha no more of this, let’s to ouraf, 
faires : forgiue vs our fins : Gentlemen, let ? s looke to our bufineffe : 
doe not thinke Gentlemen I am drunke,this is my Ancient, this is my 
right hand.and this is my left hand : I am not drunke now,I can hand 
well enough, and fpeake well enough. 

A& Excellent well. .... 

Caf Why very well then s you muft not thinke then* that I ana 

drunke. Eoett. , . . , . 

To the plotforme mafters. Come, let s let the watch. 

lag. You fee this fellow that is gone before. 

He is a ''ouldier fit to hand by Cafar, 

And giue direction : and doe but fee his vice ; 

Tis to his vertuc, a iwft equinox, _ 

The one as long as th’other : tis pitty of him, 

I fearc the ttuft Othello put him in. 

On {base odde time; of his infirmity. 

Will (hake this lflind. 

Mon. But is he often thus. 

lag. T is euermore the Prologue to his fleepe : 

Het’ie watch the horolodge a double fet, 

If drinke rocke not his cradle. , . , _. 

Mon. T’werc well the Generali were put in minde of lfj 
perhaps he fees it not, or his good nature 
•oraifes the vertuc that appearcs in C*f s f°> 

And lookes not on his euills : is not this true ? 

Tao. How now Rodengo, Enter RodcrigO* 

i nravvou after the Lciutenant.goc. Ex»t Rod. 

? J 0 „. And tis great pitty that the noble Moore 
Should hazard fuch a piace.as his owne fecona- , 
vyitffone ofan ingraft infirmity « j£ 
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It were an honeft adion to fay fo to the Moore. * 

lag. Not I, for this faire I {land : 

I doe louc Cafsio well, and would doe much, - Helps t htlpt, tyithitt. 

To cure himof thiseuill : but harke,what noyfe. 

Enter Cafsio, driuing in Roderigo. 

Caf You rogue, you rafcall. 

Mon. What’s the matter Leiutenant ? 

Caf A knaue, teach me my duty ,< but Ilebeatethe knaue into a 
wicker bottle. 

Rod. Beareme? 

Caf Doft thou prate rogue ? 

Mon. Good Leiutenant ; pray fir hold your hand. 

Caf Let me goe fir, or He knock you ore the mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you are drunke* 

Caf Drunke ? they fight, 

lag. Away I fay, goe out, and cry a muteny. Exit Rod. 

Nay good Leiutenant : God’s- will Gentlemen, 

Helpeho, Leiutenant s Sir, Montanio, fir, 

Hclpe mailers, heer’s a goodly watch indeed : A bed rings. 

Who’s that that rings the bell ? Diablo — ho, 

TheTewne will rife, fie, fie, Leiutenant, hold, 

You will be ftiam’d for euer. 

Enter Othello, and Gentlemen with Weapons. 

Oth. What’s the matter heere ? 

Mon. I bleed flill,I am hurt to the death. he faints. 

Oth. Hold, for your Hues. 

lag. Holdjhoid Lciutenantjfir Montanio, Gentlemen t 
Haue you forgot all place of fence, and duty : 

Hold, the Generali fpeakes to you ; hold,hold,for fhatne. 

Oth. Why how now ho, from whence arifes this ? 

Are wetur’nd T ttrkss, and to our felues doe that. 

Which Heauen has fo: bid th eOttamites : 

For C hriftiati flume, put by this barbarous brawle 5 
He that fibres next, to came for his owne rage. 

Holds his foule light, he dies vpon his motion s 

E z Si- 
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Silence that dreadfull bell, it fright* the Iffe 
From her propriety s what’s the matter aiafters ? 

Honsft Iago, that lookes dead with grieuing, • 
Speake,who began this, on thy loue f charge thee, 
lag, I doc not know, friends all but now,eucn now. 
In quarter, and in termes,like bride and groome, 
Deueftii.g them to bed, and then but now,, i 
( As iffome Planet had vnwitted men,) 

Swords out , and tilting one at others breaft, 

In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpeake 
Any beginning to this peeuilh odds ; 

And would in a & ion glorious, I had loft 
Thole leg.;es,that brought me to a part ©f it. 

Oth. How came it Michael, you were thus forgot? 
Caf. I pray you pardon me, I cannot fpeake. 

Oth. Worthy to entanio, you were wont be ciuill. 
The grauity and ftilneffe of your youth, 

The world hath noted.and your name is great, 
jr mouthes ofwifeft cenlure : whatsthe matter. 

That you vnlacc your reputation thus, 

And fpend your rich opinion,for the name 
Ota night brawler ? giue me anfwere to’t 1 
Mon. Worthy Othello , I am hurt to danger. 

Your Officer f-ago ©an informe you, 

While 1 fpare fpeeeh, which Something now oflen^s me 
Of all that I doe know, nor know I ought 
By me, that’s faide or done amiffc this night • 

Vnlefle felfc- charity be fometime a vice, 

And to defend our felues it be a finne. 

When violence aflaylcs vs. 

Oth. Nowbyheauen 
My blood begins my fafer guides to rule. 

And paffionhauing my belt judgement cooks, 

Affayes to leade the way s Ifonce 1 ftirre, 

Or doe but lift this arme.the beft of you 
Shall finite in my rebuke : giue me to know 
How this foulerout began, who fet it on, 
nd he that is approou’d in this offence, 
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the Moore of Venice, 

Tho he had twinn’d with me, both at a birth. 

Shall loofe me } what, in a T owne of warre. 

Yet wilde,the peoples hearts brim full of feare, 
Tomannage priuate anddomeftike quarrells. 

In night, and on the Courtand guard of fafety? 
Tis monftrotis. Iago, who began ? 

Mon. If partiality affin’d, or lea gue in office 
Thou doeft deliuer more or lefts then truth. 

Thou art no foldier. 

lag. Touch me not fo tieere, 

I had rather ha* this tongue out of my mouth. 
Then it ftiould doe offence to Michael Cafsio: 
Yeti perfwademy felfe to fpeake the truth. 

Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is Generali : 
Montanio and my felfe being in fpeeeh. 

There comes a fellow, crying out for helpe, 

And Cafsio following hi n with determin’d fword, 
To execute vponhim : Sir this Gentleman 
Steps into Cafsio, and intreates his paufe j 
My felfe the cry ing fellow did purfue, 

Left by his clamour, as it fo fell out. 

The Towne might fall in fright : he fwift of foote, 
Out ran my purpofe : and I returnd the rather. 
For that I heard the clinkeand fall of (words: 

And Cafsio high in oath, which till to night, 

I ne’re might lay before : when I came backe, 

For this was briefe,! found them c ofe together, 
At blow and thruft.euen asagen they were. 

When you your felfe did part them. 

More of this matter can I not report. 

But men arc men, the beft fometimes forget: 

Tho Cafsio did fonre little wrong to him,° 

As men in rage ftrike thole that wilh them beft: 
Yet furely fafsio, I beleeue receiu’d 
From him that fled,fome firange indignity, 

Which patience could not pafte. 

Oth. I know Iago, 

Yhy honefty and loue doth mince this matter, 

E? 
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Making it light to Cafsio : Cafsto t I lone thee. 

But neiaer more be Officer of mine. 

Looke if my gentle loue be not rais’d vp s 
Enter Defdemona, with other t* 

I*le make thee an example. 

‘Def. What’s the matter? 

Oth. All’s well now Tweeting i 
Come away to bed : fir, for your hurts. 

My felfe will be your furgeon ; leade him off; 

Wlooke with care about the Towne, 

And filence thofe,whom this vile braule dnlracted. 

Come Defdemona, tis the Soldiers life. 

To hauc their balmy {lumbers wak’d with {trite, 

Iap. What, ar e you hurt Leiutenant ? 

Exit Defdemona, and attendants. 

Caf. I, pa ft all furgery. 
lav. Mary Heauen forbid. 

Caf Reputation, reputation, oh I ha loft my reputation: 

I ha loft the immor tall part fir of my felfe, _ 

And what remaines is beftiall, my reputation, 

j4£ Iaf! AsTam' Xoneft man, I thoughtyouhad recein’d fome bo- 
dilv wound, there is mate offence in that, then in Reputation. re. 
DuLfon U an idle and raoft talfe impofition, oft got w.thont merit, 

and loftwitfawt deferningt Yon bane * 

lerte vou repute vour felfe fuch a lofer ; what man, there ar y 

IfteStX GtLali agon = yon are bur no. 
ounilhmtnt more in policie, tnen in malice, eu j 
beate his offenceleffe dogge, to affright an imperious L/on . 

him againe, and ht’s yours. rhen to deceiue fo good a 

Caf. I will rather fue to be defpl-s’d, then to aeceiuc fe 

Commander, with folight.fo drunken, an ‘^‘^ee pp Care ? 3 nd 
Drunke? and fpeake parrat ? andfquabMe, f pir i t of 

dife ourfe fuftian with oneso wne ftaddowO thou muil P 
wine, if thou haft no name to be known by, let vs call twe in 

lag. What was he that yon followed with your fwor . 

W hat had he done to y ou ? 

Caf I know not. ~ ■ - _ -leg. 
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lag. Iftpofsible ? 

Caf. I remember a maffe of things, but nothing diftin&ly ; a 
quarrel I, but nothing wherefore. O that men ftiould put an enemy 
in their mouehes, to fteale away their brainesj that wee {hould 
withioy, reuell, pleafure, andapplaufe, transforme our fcluesinto 
beaftes. 

lag. Why, but you are now well enough : how came you thus re- 
couered ? 

Caf It hath pleas’d the deuill drunkcnnelTc, to giue place to the 
deuill wrath j one vnperfe&ncffe, ihewes me another, to make me 
frankely defpife my felfe. 

lag. Come, you are roo feuere a morraler j as the rime, the place, 
the condition of this Countrey ftands,I could heartily wifli, this had 
not fobefalne ; but fince it is as it is, mend it,foryour owne good. : 

Caf. I will aske him for my place againe, hee lhall tell me I aco a 
drunkard : had I as many meuthes as Hydra , fuch an anfwere would 
ftop em all ; to be now a fenlible man, by and by a foole.and prefent- 
ly a beaft : euery inordinate cuppe is vnbleft,and the ingrediencc is 
a diuell. 

lag. Gome, come, good wine is a,good familiar creature, if it be 
well vs’d; exclaimeno more agaiuft it; and good Leiutenant, 1 think 
you thinke I loue you. 

faf 1 haue well approou’dit fir, — I drunke ? 

Jag You. or any n an liuing may be drunke at fome time man ; 
lie tell yeix what you {Hall doe,— — -our Generals wife is now the 
Generali ? I may fay fo in this refped, for that he has denoted and gi- 
uen vp himfclfe to the contemplation, marke and deuotementof her 
parts and graces*. Confeffs your lelfe freely to her, importune her, 
ftee’ll helpe to put you in your place againe ; Ihe is fo free, fo-kinde, 
io apt, fo blefled a dipoficion, that fhe holds it a vice in her goodnes 
not to doe more then fhe is requeued. fhis broken ioynt betweene 
you and her husband. intreat her to fplintcr,and my fortunes againft 
any lay, worth naming, this crackeof your loue (hall grow ftroneer 
tfteiu’was before. & 

Caf. You aduif. me well. 



eft 



* m Liit xiMccnty ot iouc and honeft kindn*flfe # 

Caf 1 thinke it freely, and betimes in the morning, will I be. 
leech tnevertuous Defdsmona } to undertake for me j I amdefperate 
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of my fortunes, if they checkc me here. q r ~y\ 

lag. Y ou are in the right : 

Good night Leiutenant, l rauft to the watch. . ■ > 

Caf, Good night hone ft Iago. Exit „ 

Jag. And what’s he then, that fayes I play the villaine, 

When this aduice is free I giue,and hontft, 

ProbaU to thinking, and indeed the courfe. 

To win the Moore agen ? For tis moft eafie 
The inclining Defdemona to fubdue, 

In any honeft fuite (he’s fram’d as fruitfnll, 

As the free Elements : and then for her 

To u*in the Moore, wert to renounce hisbaptifme, 

All (eales and fymbols of redeemed fin. 

His foule is fo infetter’d to her loue, 

That (he may make, vnmake, doe what (Ire lift, 

Euen as her appetite fhall play the god 

With his weake fun&ion:how am I then a villains. 

To counfell Cafsio to this parrallell courfe, 

Direflly to his good ? diuinity of hell, 

When diuel’.s will their blackeft fins put on, 

They d je fuggeft at firft with heauenly (hewcs. 

As I doe now ; forwhilft this honeft foole 
Plyes Defdemona to repaire his fortunes, 

And Hie for hicn,plesdes ftrongly to the Moore ; 

He poure thispeftilence into his care. 

That (he n pcales him for her bodies luft > 

And by how much (he ftriues to doe him good. 

She (hall vnd e her credit wub the Moore*, 

So will l tuine her vertue into pitch. 

And out of her ovtne goodnefie, make the net 
That (hall enmelh them all : Enter Kodcngo. 

one that Sites vp the cry: my money is almoft •?”” , ? fe 

evceedinely well aidgelld : I chinke the iflue will be, I W W 
SStoK* for my paines, and ft. no mony at all, and ««b* 

littk'diOi a wfoteturne to Venice. 

Jag. How poor? are they, that haue not Patience ? 
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What Wound did euer healc,but by degrees ? 

Thou knoweft we worke by wit, and not by witchcraft* 
And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Dos'enot goe well ? Cafsio has beaten thee. 

And thou,by that fmall hort,haftca(heir*d Cafsio, 

Tho other things-grow faire againft the fun. 

Yet fruites that blofomc fir ft, will firft be ripe ; 

Content thy felfe a while j by th maffe tis morning; 
Pleafure,and a<ftion,tnake the houresfeemc fliort : 

Retire thee, goe where thou art billited. 

Away I fay,thou (halt know more hereafter: 

Nay get thee gon : Some things arc to be done. 

My wife moft mouefor Cafsio to her miftris, 
lie let her on. 

My felfe a while,to draw the Moore apart. 

And bring him iumpe,wben he may Cafsio finde. 
Soliciting his wife : I,thac’s the way. 

Dull not deuife by coidnefic and delay. Exeunt. 

ASlui 3, Secern i, 

Enter Caflio,»<Vi tJMufttians. 



A /I Afters, play here, I will content your paines, 
iV A Something thats briefe,and bid good morrow Generali, 
T bey play , and enter the Clovene. 

Clo. Why mailers, ha your Inftruments bin at Naples, that they 
fpeake i’th nofe thus ? 

'Boy. Howfir,how? 

1 (?• Are thefe 1 pray ,cald wind Inftrtments ? 

Boy. I marry are they fir. 

Clo . O, thereby hangs a tay 1c. 

Boy. Whereby hangs a tay le fir? 

Clo. Marry fir, by many a winde Inftrument that I know. Buc 
imafters, hcer’s money for you, and the Generali fo likes your mu- 
^“^^^ heedefiresyoufor louesfake, to make no more noyfc 
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Boy. Well fir, we will not. 

Clo. If you haue any mufique that reaynot bcc heard, to'ta. 
gaine, but "as they, fay, to hcare mufique, the Generali does not 
greatly care. 

Boy. Wehanonefuchfir. 

Clo. Then put your pipes in your bag, for lie away i goe, vauifli 
into aire away. 

Caf Doft thou.heare my honed friend t 

Clo. No,l hears not your honeft friend, l heare you. 

Caf. Prethee keepe vp thy quillets, ther’s a poore peece of gold 
for thee : if the Gentlewoman that attends the Generals wife be 
flirring, tell her ther’s one Cafsio , entreates her a little fauour of 
foesch— wilt thou doe this ? 

* Clo. She is ftirring fir,if Ihe will ftirre hither, I (hal! feeme to no* 
tifie vntoher. Enter \ ago. 

Caf Doe good my friend : Tn happy time f*go. Exit Clo* 

lag. You ha not bin a bed then. 

Caf Why no.the day had broke before we parted : 

Iha made bold lago :o fend in to your wife,— any fuits ro her, 

Is, that flie will to vertuous Deflation*, 

Procure me fome acceffe. 

lag. 1 le fend her to you prcfently, 

And tie deuife a meane to draw the Moore 
Out of the way* that your conneife and bunn (Te, 

May be more free. Exit'. 

Caf 1 huaih'y thanke you foi’t : I neuer knew 
A Florentine mere kind and hone ft. 

Enter Emilia.. 

Em. Good morrow good Lciutenant, I amforry 
Per your difpkafu'C, but all will foone be well. 

The Generali and his wife are talking of it, 

And (lie fpeakt s for you ftoutly : the Moore replies, 

That he you hurt is ofgreat fame in UP rM ». - 

And o-eat affinity ,and that n whokfomewifedonK, 

He might notbutrefufe : but he prpteftaheloucsycu, 

And needs no other fuitor but his likings, 

. To take the f.<fcft occafion by the hoot. 

To bringyou in againe. 



the Moore of V enice. 

r Caf, Yet I befecchyou. 

If you thinks fit, or that it may be done,' 

Giue me aduantage of fome briefe difeourfe 
With Defdemona alone. 

Em. Pray you come in, 

I will beftow you where you (hall haue time. 

To fpeakeyour bofome freely. 

Caf. I am much bound to you. Exeunt; 

Enter Othello, Tago ,and other Gentlemen. 

Oth . Thefe letters giuc lago to the Pilate, 

A nd by him, doe my dut ies to the State j 
That done, I will be walking to the worker 
Repaire there to me. 

lag. Well my good Lord,I le do’t. 

Oth. This fortification Gentlemen,fhall we fee’t ? 

Gent, Wevvaite vponyour Lordftiip. Exeunt. 

• 

Enter Defdemona, Caffio and Emillia. 

Def Be thou affur’d good Cafsio , I will doe 
All my abilities in thy behalfe. 

Em. Good Madam doe, I know it grieues my husband. 
As if the cafe were his. 

Def. O that's an honeft fellow: — doc not doubt Cafsio t 
But I will haue my Lord and you againe. 

As friendly as you were. 

, Caf. Bounteous Madame, 
fahat euer (hall become of tffficbael Cafsio, 

Hec’s neuer any thing butyour trueferuant. 

Def. O fir, I thanke you, you doe loue my Lord t 
You haue knowne him long, and be you wellaflut’d. 

He (hall in ftrangeft,ftand no farther off, 

Then in a politique diftance. 

Caf I but Lady, 

That pollicy may either laflfo long. 

Or feed vpon fuch nice and water ifh diet. 

Or breed it fclfe,fo out of circumftance. 

That I being abfent,and my place fupplied, 

Fa 
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My Generali will forget my loue and feruice. 

D-.f Do; not doubt thar,before Emilia here, 

I gius thee warrant of thy place ? a (Ture thee. 

If I doe vow a friend (hip, lie performe it. 

To the laft Article : my Lord fliall neuer reft, 

He watchhim tame, and talke him out of patience; 

His bed (hall feeme a fchoole,his boord a fhrife. 

He intermingle euery thing he does. 

With Cafsto’s fuite ; therefore be merry Cafsio, 

For thy foliciter (hallrather die. 

Then giuc thy caufe away. 

Enter Othello, I ago t a*d Gentlemen. 

Mm. Madam,hcrc comes my Lord. 

Caf. Madam, ile take my leaue. 

Def Nay ftay,andhearc me fpeake. 

Caf. Madam not now, I am very ill at eafe, 

Vn fit for mine owne purpofe. 

Dcf Wcll,doeyourdifcretion. Mstn Cafsio. 

lag. Ha.l like not that. 

Oth. What doft thou fay ? 

lag. Nothing my Lord,or if,— I know not what, 

Oth. Was not that <?*/«« parted from my wife? 
lag . Cafsio my Lord ?— no fure>I cannot thinke it. 

That he would ftealc away fo guilty- like. 

Seeing you comming. 

Oth. I doebdeeuctwashc. 

Def. How now my Lord, 

I haue been talking with a fairer here, 

A mm that languid). s inyour difplcafure* 

Oth. Who i*ft you meane ? 

Def. Why your Leiutenant C*/}*«,good my Lord,. 

If l haue any grace or power to raoue you, 

Hisprefcnt reconciliation take : 

For if he be not one that truely loucs you. 

That erres in ignorance,and notin cunning, 

1 haue no iudgement in an honeft face, 

I prethee call him backe,. 



the TAT oore of Venice* 

Oth. Went he hence now ? 

Def Yes faitb,fo humbled, 
that he has left part of his griefes with me, 

Tofuffer with him ; good Lone call him backe, 

Ot, Not nowfwett Defdemonfoaac other time*' 
Def. But (haft be (hortly ? 

Oth. The fooner fweet for you. 

‘Dcf. Shaft be to night at fupper ? 

Oth. No, not to night. 

Dcf. To morrow dinner then t 
Oth. I (hall not dine at home, 

I meet the Captainesat thcCittadell. 

Def. Why then to morrow night,or tuefday morne; 
On tuefdaymoroe,omight,or wednefday morne, 

I prethee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three dayes s 1 faith hee’s penitent. 

And yet his trefpaffe.in our common reafon, 

(Saue that they fay,the warres muft make examples. 
Out ofherbeft) is not almoft a fault. 

To incurre a priuate checke : when (hall he come? 

Tell me Othello : I wonder in my foule. 

What you could aske me, that I (hould deny ? 

Or (land fo mam’ ring on ? What M-chael Cafsio f 
That came a wooing with you, and fo many a time 
When I haue fpoke of you difpraifingly. 

Hath taoe your part, to haue fo much to doe 
To bring him in? Truft me, I could doe much, — 

Oth. Prethee no more,!er him come when he will;, 

I will deny thee nothing. 

Def. Why this is not a boone, 

Tis as I (hould in; reat you weare your gloaes s 
Or feed on nour ifhing difhcs.or keep you warme, , 

Or fite to you, to doe a peculiar profit 
To yourowne perfon : nav, when I haue a fuite, , 
Wherein i meane to touch your loue indeed; 

It (h ill be full of poife and difficult weight. 
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Whercoh I doe befeech thee grant me this. 

To leauc me but a lirtle to my felfe* 

Uef. Shall I deny you? no, farewell my Lord. 

Oth. Farewell my D t fete mom, V\c come totbeeftraight, 
Dcf. EmiSU,c ome,bc it as your fancies teach you. 
What ere you be I am obedient Exeunt D zCstnd Ena* 

Oth. Excellent wretch, perdition catch ray fonle. 

But I doe loue thee, and when I loue thee not* 

Chaos is come againe. 
lag. MynebleLord. 

Oth. What doeft thou fay Ugo ? 

lag. Did Michael fafsio when you wooed my Lady, 

^Oth! Hedid from firft to laflt Why doeft thou aske? 

fair. But for a (atisfa&ion of my thought. 

No further harme. 

Oth. Why ofthy thought Togo ? # .... 

Jaa. I did not thinke he had been aquainted wtth her. 
ofh. O yes, and went between vs very oft. 

J*a. Indeed? , . , ■ . 

Oth. Indeed ? I indeed, dcfcern’ft thou ought m that ? 

1Sh 4%oT £ ft ft mv Lord? . Oth. Honeft ? I honeft- 
fag. My Lord,forought I know. 

Oth. What doeft thou thinke? 

lag Thinke my Lord ? 

ofh. Thinke my Lord ? why doft tnou ecchoe me. 

As if there were fome monfter in thy thought. 

Too hideous to be ftiowne : Thou doft meane fomethn.g : 

I heard thee fay but noW,thou lik’ft not that. 

When Cafsio left my wife : what didft not like . 

And when I told thee, he was of my counfcl l, _ 

In my whole courfe of wooing, thou cridft looee 
And didft contraft, and purfethy brow togetoer. 

As if thou then hadft (hut vp in thy bratne, 

Some horrible conceit : if thou doeft loue me. 

Shew me thy thought. 

fag. My Lordyou know I loue you. ^ 
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Oth, I thinke thou doeft. 

And for I know, thou art full ofloue and hone fty. 

And weighed thy words,before thou giu’ft ’em breath. 
Therefore thefe flops of thine fright me the more ; 

For fuch things in a falfe difloyail knaue. 

Are t ickes ofeuftome} buc in a man that'* iuft. 

They areclofe dilations, working from the heart. 

That pafTion cannot rule. 

Jag. For zJMtchad Cafsio, 

I dare be fworne,! thinke that he is honeft. 

Oth. I thinke f© to. 

lag. Men fhould be what they feeme. 

Or tbofe that be not, would they might feeme none. 
Oth. Certaine,men (bould be what they feeme. 
lag. Why then I thinke Cafsio' s an honeft man. 

Oth. Nay, yet ther $ more in rhis, 

I ptethee fpeake to me, as to thy thinkings . 

As thou doeft rumii!ate,andgiue thy worft of thoughts. 
The worft ofwords. 

lag. Good my Lord pardon me ; 

Though I ana bound to cuery aft of duty, - 
I am not bound co that all fl.'.uej are free to, 

V ctcr my thoughts : W hy ,fay they are vile and falfe : • 
As where’s that pall2ce,whereinto foule tilings 
Sometimes intrude not ? Who has a breaft fo pure, 

But Tone vncieanly apprehttvfions, 

Kcepe leetes and law- dayes.and in fefsion fic 
With meditations lawfull ? 

Oth . Thou doft confpire agsinft thy friend I ago. 

If thou but thtnkeft hun wrongd.and makeft his eare 
Aftranger to thy thoughts. 

lag. I doe btfeechyou. 

Though I perchance am vicious in my gheffe, 

(Asl confelfc it is my natures plague. 

To fpy into abufes,and oft my iealoufie 





Shapes faults that are not t ) that your wifedomc yet, 
From one that fo imperfedly conceits. 

Would take no notice,nor build your felfe a trouble, 






WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Othello (STC 22306) LONDON, 163O THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k.34) OctclYO 










i 1 






46 The Tragedy of Othello 

Out of my fcattering.and vnfure obferuance $ 

It were not for your quiet.- nor your good. 

Nor for my manhood,honeQy.,orwifedoaie, 

Toler you. know my thoughts. 

Oth . What doft thou meane? 

lag. Good name in man and woman (decre my Lord) 

Is the immediate lewell of our foulcs : 

Who ftealcs my purfe, ftcales tra{n,tis lomcthiog, nothing, 
Twas mine ,r is his, and has bin flaue to thoufands » 

But he that filches from me my good name, 

Robs me of thar .which not inriches him. 

And makes mepoorc indeed. 

Oth. lie know thy thoughts. 
lag You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, 
Norlhall not.whilft tis in my cuftody . 

Oth . Ha? f . , r 

fag. O beware (my Lord) of lcaloufie 5 
It isagreencydmoofter, which doth mocke 
The meat it feeds on. That Cuckold hues in blis, 
Whocertainc of his fate,loucs not his wronger : 

But oh.what damned minutes tells he ore, 

Who dotes, yet doubts, fufpefts, yet fttongly loues. 

Oth. O mifery. . , , . , « 

la*. Poore and content, isnch, and rich enough, 

But riches finelefl ,'S as poore as winter, 

To him that euer Lares he {hall be poore : 

Good heauen.thc foulcs of all my tribe defend 
From iealoufie. 

Oth Why, why is this? 

ThinV.il then I * life of iealoufie ? 

To follow ftill the changes of the Moone 
With frelh (ufpitions ? No, to be once in doubt 
Is once to be refolu’d : exchange me for aGoate, 

When I Ihall turnc the bufinelle of my loule 
T o fuch exuffl icate, and blowne furmifes. 

Matching thy inference : ns not to make me icalous. 

To fay my wife isiaire.feedes well loues company, 

Is free offpcech, fings, pUyes, and dances well ; 
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the Moore of Venice. 

Where vertue is,thefe are more vertuous : 

Not from mine owneweake merits will I draw 
The fmalleft feare.or doubt of her reuolr. 

For (he had eies,and chofen me * no lago t 
He fee before I doubt, when I doubr,proue. 

And on the proofe, there is no more but this ; 

Away at once with loue or iealoufie. 

lag. I am glad of it, for now I (hall haae reafon, 

To {hew the loue and duty that I beare you, 

With franker fpirit : therefore as I am bound 
Receiue it from me : Ifpeake not yet ofproofe, 

Looketo your wife,obferue her well with Cafiit ; 

Weare your eie thus,not iealous,nor fecure, 

I would not haue your free and noble nature. 

Out offelfe-bounty be abus’d, looke too t : 

I know our Countrey difpofition well. 

In Venice they doe let Heauen fee the prankes 

They dare not fhew their husbands: their beft confcienee 

Is not to leaue’t vndone , but keepe’e vnknowne. 

Oth, Doeft thou fay fo? 

lag. She did deceiue her father marrying you: 

And when (he feem’d to lhake and fcare y our lookes. 

She lou’d themmoft. 

Oth. And fo (he did. *■ 

fag. Why go too then. 

She that fo young, could giue out fuch a Teeming, 

To feale her fathers eyes vp, clofe as Oake, 

He thought twas witchcraft : but I am much too blame j 
I humbly doe befeech you of your pardon. 

For too much louing you. 

Oth. I am bound to thee for euer. 

fag. I fee this hath a little dalht your fpirits. 

Oth . Notaiot.notaiot. 
lag. Truftme,Ifeareithas. 

I hope you will confider ,what is fpoke. 

Comes from my loue :but I doe fee you are mooud, 
l am to pray you,notto ftraine my fpeacb. 

To grofler i{fues,nor to larger reach, 

G 
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Then to fu fp ! t i ^n . 

Oth, I will not. 

Should you doe fo my Lord, 

My fpcech fhotildfall into t’uch vile fucceffe, 

As ray thoughts aims not ar : Cafsio's ray worthy friend; 
My Lord, L fee you are moou’d, 

Oib. No, not much moou’d, 

1. doe not chinke but ‘D/fdemona't honeft. 

Jag. Long liue flic fo, and long liue you to thinke fo .. 
Orb, And yet bow nature erring from it felfe. 

I, there’s the point : as to-be bold wicn you, 

Notto affed many propofed matches. 

Of her oAmecUme>complexion,and degree. 

Whereto we fee in all thing%nature tends j 
Fie we may fmell in fuch a wilt moft ranke, 

Foule difproportion.thoughts vnnaturall. 

But pardon me : I doe not in pofition, 

Difiindly fpeakeofhcr.tho 1 may feare 
Her will recoyliflg to her better judgement, 

May fall to march you with her ccuntrcj formes. 

And happily repent a 
Oth. Farcwell.ifmore 
Thoudoeft pfrceiue,let me know more.fet on 
Thy wifetoobferue : leaue me Ugo. 
lag My Lord 1 take my leaue. 

Oth. W hy did I marry ? This honed creature doubtlefle 
Sees, and knowes more, much more then he vntolas. 

lag My Lord, l would I might in treaty our honour. 

To lean rhis thing no further Jcaue it to time, 

And though tis fit that Cafsio haue his place, 

( For furc he fills it vp with great abilit y,) 

Yec if you plesfe to hold him off a while, 

Yon (hall by rhar,perceiue him and his mcanes ; 

Note ifyour Lady ftraine her entertaineraent, 

With any ftrongor vehement importunity. 

Much will be feene in that,inthe roeane time. 

Let me be thought too bufie in my feare?, 
f As worthy caufe I haue, to feare lam ■) 
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And hold her free, I doe befeech your honour. 

Oth. Feare not my gouernemenr. 

Jag, I once more take my leaue. Exit . 

Oth . This fellowe’s of exceeding honefty. 

An 1 knowes all quantities, with a learned fpirit 
Of humane dealings: Ifl doeprooue her haggard, 

Tho that her Itflfcs were my deare heart firings, 

I'de whiftlc her oflf,and let her dewne the wind. 

To prey at fortune. Happily, for I am blacke. 

And haue not thofe foft parts of conuerfacion. 

That Chimb crers haue,or for I am declind 
Into the vale of ycares,yet that’s not much, 

Shee's gone, I am abus’d,and my releife 
Muftbe to loath her ? O curfe of marriage. 

That we can call thefe delicate creatures ours, 

And not their appetites : I had rather be aToade, 

And liue vpon the vapor in a dungeon. 

Then keepe a corner in a thing T loue, 

For others vfes : yet tis the pUguc of great ones, 
Prerogatiu’J are they leffe then the bafe, 

Tis defieny,ynfliunnable } like death : 

Euenthen this 'orked plague is fated to vs, 

When wc doe quicken J Defdemom comes. 

If (he be falfe,0 then heauen mocks it felfe, 
lie not beleeue ir. 

Enter Defdemona and Emillia. 

Dtf. How now my deare Othello i 
Your dinner, and the generous » lander 
By you inuiced.doe attend your prefence. 

Oth. I am to blame. 

Utf. VV hy is your fp:ech fo faint ? are you not well ? 

Oth. 1 haue 2 paine vpon my forehead, heare. 

Obef. Why that’s with watching, t**- ill away againe , 
Let me but bind it hard,« ithin this houre 
It will be well. 

Oth . Your napkin is too little; 

Let ir alone, come llego in with you. 

•Def, I am very lorry that you are not well. 

G a 
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The Tragedy of 'Othello 

Sm. I am glad I haue found chis papkin, Skit OtK. 

This was her firft remembrance from the Moore, " • /] 

My wayward husband, hath a hundreditimes 
Wooed me to fteale it, but (he To loueS the token. 

For heconi'jr’dhe^fhefhouldcuer keepeit, 

That fhereferues it euer more about her. 

To kftfc,and talkc to ; I le ha the worke tane our,. 

And giu’t I ago : what he’ldoc with it, 

Heauenknowes,not 1, Enter IagOi 

I nothing,but to pleafe his fantafie. 

lag. How now, what doe you here alone ? 

Em. Doe not you chide, I haue a thing for you; 
lag. b. thing for me, it is a common thing — 

Em. Ha? 

lag To haue a foolifh wife. 

Em. Q,is that ali? what will you giue me now. 

For that fame handkerchiefs ? 

Jag. Whathandkerchit-fe? ! 

Em. What handkerChicfe ? 

Why chat the Moore firft gaoero Def demons. 

That whichfoofeen you didbidme fteale. 

Jag . Ha’ft ftole ir from her ? 

£m. No faith,(he let it drop by negligence. 

And to the advantage, 1 being heve,tnoke it vp : 

Look?, here it is, . 

Jag. A good wench giue it me- 
Em. What will you doe with it, 

That you haue b in fu earne ft to haue me filch it ? 
lag. Why, what’s that toyou ? 

Em. If’t be not forfome purpofe of import, 

Giue mee’tagaine, poore Lady, IhecTl run mad 
When foe (hall lacke it. ' 

ja<r. Be not you acknowne on’c,I haue vfc for it go leauc me, 
I will in Cafsio’j lodging lofe this napkin, Exit Em. 

Andkt him find it : Trifles light asayre. 

Are to the iealous, confirmations ftrong 
As proofes of holy W.ritjthis may doe fomething : 

The Moore already changes with my poifon, Dafl . 







the TAToorc of V en ice. 

Dangerous conceits are in their natures poifons, 

Which at the firft are fcarce found to diftaft ; 

Butwithalittleaift vpon the blood, Enttr Othello. 

Burns like the mines of fulphure : I did fay fo s 
Look where he comes, not Poppy ,nor Mandragora, 

Nor all thedroufiefiroppsofehe world, 

Shall euer medccine thee to that fweet fleepe. 

Which thou owedft yefterday. 

Otb. Ha,ha,falfetome,tome? 

lag. Why how now Generali? no more ofthat. 

Of. Auant.be gon,thou haft fet me on the racke, 

I fweare,tis better to be much abus’d, 

Then but to know’t a little. 
fag. How now, my Lord ? 

Oft.WhatfencehadI of her ftolne honresof luft: 

I faw’t not, thought it not.it harm’d not me, 

I fttpt the next night well.was free.and merry j 
I found not Cafsio’s kiffes on her lips ; 

He that is rob’d, not wanting what is ftolne, 

Let him not know’c, and hee’s not rob’d at all, 

Jag. I am forry to heare this, 

Otb. I had bin happy if the gencrall Campe, 

Pyoners,andall,had tafted her fwcct body, . 

So I had nothing known? : O now for euer 
Farewell thetranquile trtind,farewell content j 
Farewell the plumed trcope,and the big warres. 

That make s ambition vertue : O farewell, 

Farewell the neighing Steed, and the flirill Trumpe, 

The fpirit-ftirring Drumme,the care-peircing Fife, 

The royall Banner, and allquility, 

PrHe, pomps, and circumftance of glorious warre. 

And.O ye mortall Engines, whofe wide throates. 

The immortal louts great clamors counterfeit ; 

Farewell ^OtbeUot's Occupation’s gone. 

Jag. 1ft p visible my Lord ? 

Otb, Villaine,befure thou proue my Louca whore. 

Be fare of it.giue me the ocular proofe. 

Or by the worth of my eternall foule, 

Gj Then 
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Thou had! bin better haue been borne a dog, 

Then anfwere my wakM wrath. 

Jag, } 0 >.ome to this > 

Ci. Makemc co fe<A»or at the lead fo preue it. 

That the probation, beare no hinge, nor loope. 

To hang a doubt on ;or woe vpan thy life, « 
lag. My noble Lord. 

Of h. Ifchoudoeftflandcrher, and corture me, 

N?ucr pray more, abandon a'.l remoice • 

On horrors head,horrors accumulate : 

DodeedSjtomjke heauen weepc,alleaith amaz’d, 

For nothi ig canft thou todamnation adde,greacer thentfuc. 

lag. O grace, O heautn defend me, 

Are you a man, haue you a foule or fence ? 

God buy you, take mv oflfice,*-0 wretched foole, 
Thatliucit to make thine honeOy a vice; 

0 monftrous world, take note, take note O world. 

To be dirc& and honed, is not fsfe, 

1 thanke you for this prolit ; and from hence, 
lie loue no friend lincc loue breeds ft-'ch offence. 

Oth, Nay day , thou fhouldft be honed 
lag. I fhould be wife, for heneftte's a foole. 

And oofts that it workes for. 

Oth. By the world, 

J thinke my wife be honeft and thinke (lie is not, 

3 thi ike that thou art iuft,and thinke thou art not; 

I’.e haue (one proofe ; her name that wa> as frtfli 
As Dians vifag ; ’,i$ now begrimd,and b'>;cke 
As mine owneface : If there be cords,or kniues, 

Poyfon,or Hre,or fuffocacing drtames, 
lie not endure it : would 1 were fatiffltd. 

lag. 1 fee (ir,you are eaten vp withpalfion, 

I doe rep nt me (hat 1 put it to you ) 

You would be fatisfied. 

Oth. Would, nay, l will. 

laa. And may , but how,how fati ned my Lord. 

Would you, the fuperuifion gtofftly gape on, 

Behold her topt ? 



the oore of Venice. 

Oth, Dcathand damnation —oh. 

lag. It were a tedious difficulty I thinke. 

To bring cm to that profpe&,danj em then. 

If euer morrall eyes did fee them boulder 
More then their owne } what then.how then ? 

What fhalll fay ? where’s fatisfadion ? 

It is impoffibie you fhould fee this. 

Were they as prime as Goates, as hot as Monkies, 

Asfalt as Wolucs in pride.and fooles as groffe 
As ignorance made drunkc : But yet I fay, 

Ifimputation and ftrong circumftances. 

Which leade diredly to the doore of truth. 

Will giue you fatisfaclion,you may ha’c. 

Ot. Giue me a liuing reafon,that flu’s difloyalL 
lag. 1 doe not like the office, 

But (ith I am enter’d into this caufe fo farre:, v 
Pricktto’c by foolilh hone fly and loue, 

J will goe on : I lay with Ca/sie lately. 

And being troubled with a raging tooth, I could not fleepe. 
There are a kind of men fo loofe of foule. 

That in their fleepes will mutter their affaires. 

One of this kind is Cafsto: 

Infieepe I heard him fay. Sweet Defdemcna, 

Let vs be wary, let vs hide oar loues j 

And then fir would he gripe and wring my hand. 

Cry oiit/weet creaturc,and then kiffe me hard. 

As ifhe p'uckr vp kifftsby the rootes. 

That grew vpon my lips, then fayed his leg 
Ouer my thigh,and figlTd,snd Rifled and then 
Cried, curfed fate, that gaue thee to the Moore. 

Oth. O monftrous, monftrous. 
lag. Nay, this was but his dreame. 

Oth, Iiut this denoted a fore- gon concluflon, 

Tis a fhre wd doubt tho it be but a dreame, 

Ia g Andthismay hclpeto thicken other proofes, 

That doe demonflrate thinly. 

Oth. I le teare her a 11 to peece s. 

Nay,but be wife,yet we fee nothing done,, 
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c The c Tragedy of Othello 

She liay be honeft yet : tell me but this, 

Haue yoit not fometimes fecne a handkerchiefc. 

Spotted with ftrawberries in your wiues hand ? 

Oth. I g&ie her fuch a one, t was my firft gift. 
lag. I know not that, but fuch a handkerchiefc 

I am furejt was your wiucs,did I to day 
See C«/}f^wipehis beard with, 

Oth. it'rbethat. 

lag. If it be that,or any , it was hers, 

I I fpeakes aga’inft her, with the other proofes. 

Oth. O that the flaue had forty thoufand liue9. 

One is too poore, too weake formy reuenge t 
Now I doe fee cis true,looke here [ago. 

All my fond loue, thus doe I blow to heauen, -tis gone 

A rife blacke vengeance from thy hollow Cell, 

Y eeld vp O Ioue thy crowne,and hearted Throne, 

To tyrrartous hatc,fwell bofome withthy fraught, 

For tis of Afpicks congues. he knceles . 

lag. Pray be content. 

Oth. O blood, fage, blood. 

lag. Patience I fay, your mind perhaps may change. 
Oth. Neuer lags'. 

Like to the Pontickfen, 

Whofe icy current and compulfiue courfe, 

Ne’r feels retiring ebbe,but kcepes due on, 

To the c Propontickjtv\& the HelUfpent : 

Euen fo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace, 

Shall oeVe lookc backe,Re’re ebbe to humble loue. 

Till chat a capeable and wide reuenge 
Swallow them vp. Now by yond marble Heaueo, 

I n the due reuerence of a (acred vow, 

I here ingage my words. 

lag. Doe not rife yet : IagO kneels. 

Witneffe the cuer-burning lights aboue. 

You Elements that cl ip vs round about ; 

Witnefl'e that here, Idgo doth giue vp 
The execution of his wit, hand, hearr, 

To wrong’d Othtfoe'skmice : let him command. 




AnJ 
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And to obey,(ball be in me rcmorce, 

What bloody worke fo euer . 

Oth I greet thy loue j 

Not with rainc thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 

And will vpon the inftant put thee to’c. 

Within thi.(e three d3yes,let me heare thee (ay, 

That Cajiio’s not aliue. 

lag. My friend is drad: 

Tis d »ne as you rtqueft,but let her Hue. 

Otb. Dam her l wd minks : O dam her, 

Come,goc with me ap ;rt,l will withdiaw. 

To furmfli me with Tome (wife meanes of death. 

For the feire deuill : now art thou my Leiutcnant. 

lag . I am y our owne for euer. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Defdemona,Emil!aW the Clowne. 

Def. Doe you know lirra, where the Leiucenant Cafsio lies ? 

Clo. I dare not fay he lies any where. 

Def. Why man* 

Clo. He is aSoldier, and for one to fay a Soldier lies, is dabbing. 
Def Go to,whtre lodges he ? 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you where I lie. 

Def Can any thing be made of this ? 

Clo. I know not where he lodg?s,anJ for me to deuife a lodging, 
and fay he lies there, were to lie in mine owne throafe. 

Def Can you enquire him ou^andbe edified by report? 

Clo. I will cathechize the world for him, that is, make que (lions. 
And by them anfwer. 

Def. Seekehim, bid him come hither, tell him I haue mouedmy 
Lord in his hehalfe.and hope all vvil: be well. 

Qo. To doe thi',is within the compafle of mans witte.and there- 
fore lie attempt the doing of it. Exit, 

Def W' here (hould 1 loofe that handkerchiefe Emilia ? • 

Em. 1 know not Madam. 

Def Beleeue me,l had rather loofe my purfc 
FullofCrufadoes : and but my noble Moore 
Is true of mind,and made cf no fuch bafenefle. 

As iealous creatures are,it were enough 

H 



To 
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To pat him tolill thinking, 

Em. Ishe notiealous? 

Def. Who he ? I thinke the Sun where he was borne,. 
Drew all fuch humors from him. Enter Othello. 
Em. Looke where he comes. 

Def. I wiil not leaae him now, 

Till Cafsio be cald to him : how is it with you my Lord ? 

Oth. Well my good Lady : O hardneffe to diffembie : 
How doe you Defdemona? 

Def. Well, my good Lord. _ 

Oth. Giue me your hand, this hand is moift my Lady 0 
Def It yet has felt no agemor knowne no farrow. 
Oth. This argues fruit fulnelTe and liberal! heart, 
Hot,hot,and moyft,rhis hand of yours requires 
A fcquefter from liberty ° falling and praying, 

Much czftigation.exercife dcuout $ 

For here’s a young and fweating dcuill here. 

That commonly rebels : tis a good hand, 

Afrankeone. 

Def. You may indeed fay fo. 

For twas that hand 'that gaue away my heart. 

Oth. A liberall hand, the hearts of old gaue hands. 
But our new herraldry is hands, not hearts, 

Def. I cannot fpeake ofthis ; come now your promife. 
Oth. What promife chuckc ? . 

Def I haue lent to bid Cafsio come fpeake with you- 

Oth. I haue a fait and fallen rhume offends me, 

tend me thy handkerchic'fe. 

Def. Here my Lord. 

Oth. That which I gaue you, 

Def. I haue it not about me. 

Oth. Not. 

'Def. No indeed my Lord. 

Oth Thats a fault : that handkerchiere 
Did an Egyptian to my mother giue, . , ■ - 

She was a Charmcr<and could almoft reade^ 

The thoughts of people ; Ihe told her while the kept if, 
Twpuld make her amiable, and fubdue my father 
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Intlrely to her l®ue j But if /he loft it, 

Or made a gift of it ; my fathers eye 

Should hold her loathed, and his fpirits fhould hunt 

After new fancies : She dying, gaue it me. 

And bid me, when my fate would haue me wiue. 

To giue it her ; I did fo, and take heed ©n’t, 

Make it a darling, like your pretiou^ye, 

7 o loofe,or giue’e away, were fuch perdition. 

As nothing eife could match. 

Def rffpoffible? 

Oth. Tis truejthet’s magicke in the web of it, 
h Sy bell that had numbred in the world. 

The Sun to courfc two hundred compafles, 

In her prophetique fury,fawed the worke j 
The worrties were hallowed that did breed the filke. 

And it was died in Mummy ,ivhich the skillfull 
Conceruc of Maidens hearts. 

Def. Indeed,i’ft true ? 

Oth. Moft veritable,therefore looke to’t well. 

Def. Then would to God that I had neuer feene it« 
Oth. Ha, wherefore ? 

Def Why doe you fpeake fo ftartingly and rafli ? 

Oth. I’ft loft ? i’ft gone ? fpeake, is it out o’the way ? 
Def. BIcffe vs. * 

5 Oth. Say you? 

, Def It is not loftjbut what and if it were ? 

Oth. Hi. 

Def. I fay it is not loft, 

Oth . Fctch’tjlct me fee it, 

Def. W hy fo I can fir,bBt’ 1 will not now, 

This is a tricke 5 to put me from my fuitc, 

I pray let Cafsio be receiu’d againe. 

Oth. Fetch me that bandkcrchiefe s my mind mifgiuct, 
De. Come s come,you s J neuer meet a more fuffirieot man 
Oth. The handkerchief. 

Def. A man, that all his time 
Hath founded his good fortunes on your loue. 

Shar’d dangers with you, 

Hs 
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Oth. The handkerchiefe. 

\ Def In (both you arc too blame. 

Oth. Away. Exit. 

Em. I s not this imn iealous ? 

Def I ntrefaw this before: 

Sure then’s fome wonder in this hindkerchiefe*. 

I am mod vnhappy in the loflejjf it,. 

Enter Iago<<»«Camo. 

Em. Tis not a yeare or two Ihewes vs a man; 

They ire all but ftomicks, and we all bur foodc ; • 

They eate vs hungerly.an l when they are full. 

They belch vs ;looke you,*:*/}/* and o»y husband. 

I*g. T here i$*no other way, tis (he muft doe it. 

And loe the happi'’.efl'e,goe,and importune her. 

Def. How n >w good Cafio woars the newes with you 
C«(. Madam my former fuite : > doe b fecch you. 

That by your vertuous meant s I may againe 
Exsftpwd be a member of his leue. 

Whom I .with all the office of my heart, 

Intirely honour, I would not be delayed; 

If my <"ffi net be of fuch movtall kind. 

That not my feru'c palt.iur preCn forrowes, 

Nor muvpo:/tl merric in Tutor it y , 

Can ranfome me into his leue ag.'ine, 

Fist to know fo, mull berry benefit. 

So (ball 1 c T oath me in a forc’d court nr 
And fiv.it my felte vp in fome other com fe, 

To fo; tunes almes, 

Def. Alas thrice gentle Cafsto, 

My adudeation is not now-in cone ; ■ 

Mv Lord is not my Lord, nor fit uld I know him, 

VVere he inUuour.as in humor altrcd: 

So hel pe me,euery fpirit fan-h ified. 

As I haue fpokep for you all my belt. 

And flood within the blanke ofhisdifpleafure. 

For m y tree fpeech ; yon muft a while be patient, 

What i can doe I willed more I will 
Then for my idfe I date, let that fufficeyou. 
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Pjt. Is my Lord angry? 

* Em. He w nt hence but new, 

And certainely in ftrangc vnq lietcefte. 

jag. Can he be angry? I huue fecne the Cannon, 

When it hafh blowne nis rankes y to the ay re ; 

And ('like the deuill; from his verv arme, 

Puft his owne brother,and cm he be angry ? 

Something of momentthen: I will go? meet him. 

There’s matter in’r indeed, if he be angry. 

Def I prethee doe (o something five of State,. 

Eitn r from Venice , or fome v .hatcht prs&ice. 

Made demonftrable here in Cipres to him. 

Hath pudled his cleere fpirit, and. in fuch cafes, 

Mens natures wrangle with inferiour things, 

Tho great ones are the obiv <51 , 

Tis eucn fo ; for let our finger ake, 

And it endues our other healthful! members, 

Euen to that fenfe of paine 5 hay, we muft chinCe, 

Men are not gods. 

Nor of them looke for fuch obferuanccs 
As fits the Bridall : belhrewme much Emitti*. 

I was (vnhandfomc w r arrior as I am) 

Arraigning his vnkindneffe with n y foule; 

But now I fin 1,F had fubborndchc witnefl’e. 

And h e's indited fa fiy . 

Sm. Pray heauen itbe ^tate matters asyou tbinke. 

And no conception, nor noiealous toy 
Concerning jcu. 

Def Alas the day , I neuer gaue him caufe. 

Em. But iealous forties will not be anfwered fo. 

They are not euer iealou for the caufe, 

But iealous for they are iealous : tis amonfler. 

Begot vpon it lelfe, borne on it felfe. 

Def. Heauen keepe that monfter from Othello's mind, 

Em. Lady, Amen. 

r>ef i will goe feeke him ^Cafsio walke hereabout. 

If I doe finde him fit,lle mouc your fuite. Exeunt Defd. 

And feeke to effect it to my vttermoft. and Emillia, 

H S C 
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The Tragedy of Othello 

Caf. I humbly thanke your Ladifhipi Enter Bianca. 

'Sian. Saue you friend Cafsio, 

Caf. What make you from home ? 

How is it with you my moft faire ' Bianca ? , 

Indeed fweet loue I was comming to your houfe- 
'Biet. And I was going to your lodging Cafsio 5 
Whatkeepe a weeke away ?feuen daies and nights, 

Eightfcore eight houres,and louers abfent houres. 

More tedious then the diall.eightfcorc times. 

Oh weary reckoning. 

Caf. Pardon me Bianca , 

I haue this while with leaden thoughts bin preftj, 

But 1 fhail in a more continuare'time, 

Strike off this fcore of abfence : fweet B ianca. 

Take me this worke out. ' 

Bia. Oh whence came this ? 

This is fome token from a newer friend 
To the felt abfence.now I fcelc a caufe, 

I’d come tp this ? well, well. 

Caf Go to woman, 

Throw ^our vile ghefles in the d^uills teeth, 

From whence you haue them,y ou are tealoBS now. 

That this is from fome MiftriSjfome remembrance, 

No in good troth Bianca. 

Bia . Why,whofe is it ? 

Caf I know not fweet,! found It in my chamber, 

I like the worke well,ere it be demanded. 

As like enough it will jl’de haue it coppied. 

Take it and doTandleane me for this time. 

Bia.' Leaucyoii,whsrefore? 

Caf, 1 ‘doe attend here on the Generali, 

And thinkeit no addition, nor my wilh. 

To haue him fee mewoman’d. 

'Bis. Why I pray you ? 

Caf. Not that 1 loue you not. 

Bia. Hue that you dot not loue me : 



I prav yon bring me on the way a iittle. 
And fay^ifi fball fee you foone ac night. 




the Moore" of Venice. 

Caf, Tis but a little way that I can bring you. 
For I attend hcre,bi|t He fee you foonc. 

Bia, Tis very good, I mud be circumftanc’d. 

A Hm 4. Scoenct 1. 



Exeunt, 






Snter Iago and. Othello* 

'C T\ Till youtbinkefo? 
y V Oth. Thinke fo Jagt- 



C*f 



lag, What,to kifle in priuate ? 

Oth . An vnauthoriz’d kifle. 

lag , Or to be naked with her friend abed. 

An houre,or more, not meaning any harme ? 

Oth. Nakedabed Ag^andnotmeane harme ? 

It is hipocrific againfl the deuiil : 

They that'meane vertuoufly,and y et doe fo, 

The deuiil their vertue tempts, and they tempt hcauen. 

Jag. Soe they doe nothing, tis a veniall flip j 
But if ! giue my wife a handkcrchicfe. 

Oth, What then? 

lag. Why then tis hers my Lord,and being hers, 

She may,I thinke,beftow’con any man. 

Oth. She is proce&refle of her honour too. 

May (he giue that ? 

lag. Her honour is an cflence that’s not feene. 

They haue it very oft, that haue it nor ; 

Bur for the handkerchicfc. 

Oth. By heauen, I Would moft gladly liaue forgot it s 
Thou faidft (O it comes ore my memory. 

As doth the Rauen o’re the infeiSed houfe. 

Boding to all,) He had my handkerehiefe. 

Jag. 1, what oft hat ? 

Oth. That’s not fo good now. \ 
lag. What Ifl had fa id I had feen him do you Wrong? 
Or heard him fay, (as knaucs be fuch abroad. 

Who hauing by their owne importunate fuite, 



Or 
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Or voluntary dotage of fome miftris, 

Coniured,or fuppliedthon.cannot chafe. 

But thy muft blab.) 

Oth. Hath he laid any thing ? 

Jag. Ht hath my Lord, but be you well affur’d. 

No more then het/1 vnfweare. 

Oth. What hath he fay d ? 

Jag Why that he did — I know not what he did. 

Oth. What/ fag. Lye. 

Oth. With her? 

lag. With har.on her,what you will. 

Oth. Lie with, her, lie on her? We fay lie on her, when they bely 
her; lye with her, that’s fulfome, handkerchiefs, confefsion, (Wl- 
kerchiefs : to coi ft {ft, and be hai'g’d For his labour, fi: ft tb'Be hahg’J, 
and then to con ft lie; 1 tremble at its NatureV^>u!dnut.inuefther- 
felfe in fuch fh tdowing pafsion, without fome inftru&ion : I t is not 
words that fhakes me thus, fpifh) nafcs,eares,at:d fippes : Is’tpofsi- 
ble /confefic ? handkerchief: ? O duijll. FaHts in a trance. 

fag. Worke on my 'rncdicine, worke : thus credulous foolcs are 
caught.and many worthy and chaft Dames, cuen thus (all guiitkfle.) 
meet reproach : What ho my Lord, my Lord I fay, Othello— how 
EOW Cafsio ? Enter Cafsio. 

Caf. w hai’o the matrei ? 

lag. My Lord is talne into 1 an EpiT pfy, 

This is his fecond fir, he had‘6ne yefterday. 

C*f. Rub him about the temples. 
lag. No/orb; are, 

The Lethargie muft haue his quiet courfe. 

If nor, he foames at mouth, and by and by 
Breakes out to fauage madm-fle : looke,he ftirrest 
Doe you withdraw your felfe aUtclc while. 

He will rcc ucr ftraight ; whtrt lie is gone, j* 

I would on great occaftonfpeake withyou. 

How is it Generalfthaue you not hurt your head? 

Oth. Dojtthou meckfc m*/ Exit Caft 

lag. I mocke you? no by beaucyi, . 

Would you would beare your for tunes like a man. 

Oth. A horned man’s a mduftif,and‘a 6caft. . 

**l' 



the (^A/fvore of Venice, 

lag. Thert’s many a beaft then in a populous City, 
And many a ciuill monfter. 

Oth. Didheconfefle? 

Jag. Good fir be a man, 

Thinke cuery bearded fellow, that’s but yoak’d. 

May draw with you, there’s millions now aliue. 

That nightly lye in thofe vnproper beds. 

Which they dare fweare peculiar s your cafe is better ; 

0 tis the fpite of hell, the fiends arch mocke, 

To lip a wanton in a fecure Couch, 

And to fuppofe her chafte : No, let me know. 

And knowing what I am, I know what {he (hall be. 
Oth. O thou art wife, tis certaine. 
lag. Stand you a while apart, 

Confine your felfe but in a patient lift : 

Whilft you were here orewhelmed with your griefe, 
(A pafixon moft unfitting fuch a man,) 

Cafsio came hither,I ihifted him away. 

And layed good feufe vpon your extafy; 

Bad him anon retire, and here fpeake with me, 

The which he promis’d : But incaue your felfe. 

And marke the geeres,the gibes, and notable fcornes* 
That dwell in euery region of his face ; 

For I will make him tellthe tale anew. 

Where, how ,how oft,how long agoe,and when. 

He has, and is againe to cope your wife : 

1 fay, but marke his ieafture,naary patience, 

Or I {hall fay, you are all in all, in fpleene, 

And nothing of a man. 

Oth . Doft thou heare Jag», 

I will be found moft cunning in my patience; 

But doeft thou heare, moft bloody. 
lag That’s not atnifle s 

But yet kcepe time in all : w ill you withdraw ? 

New will I queftion Cafsio of "Bianca ; 

A hufwife,that by felling her defires, 

Buyes her felfe bread and cloathes ; it is a creature. 
That dotes on Cafsio ; as tis the ftruropets plagua 

I 
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Enter Caf. 



To beguile many.and be beguil’d by one 
He,whcn he hearts of her,cannot refraine 
From the exc (f: of laughter : here he comes : 

As he (hall fmilc- OtbeBo Hull goc mad. 

And his vnboolufh ieajoulie mutt conifer 
Poore Cafsio’s fmilcs,gefl;ures,a-nd Sight behauiour. 

Quite in the wrong : How doe you now Leiutenant ? 

Caf. The worfer that you giue me the addition, 

W hofe want cuen kills me. 

lag. Ply Dtfdemom well, and you are fure en’t. 

Now, if this fuite lay in ’Biancas power. 

How quickly (liouid you fpeed. 

Caf. Alas poore cat i ue. 

Oth. Lookehowhelaughes already. 
lag. I neuer knew a woman loue man fo. 

Caf. Alas poorc rogue, I chinke indeed (he loues me, 

Otb. Now he denies it faintly ,andlaughes it out. 
lag. Doe you heare Cafsio? 

Orb Nowhcimportuneshimtotelliton ; 

Goe to, well faide. 

lag She giues it out that you (hall marry her, . 

Doe you intend it? 

Caf Ha,ha,ha. 

Oth . Doe you triumph Roman, doe you triumph ? 

Caf. I marry her ? what ? a Cutiomer ; 

I prethee bearefome charity , to my wit, 

Doe not thinke it fo vnwholefome : ha, ha, ha. 

Otb. $o,fo,fo,fo,they laugh that wins. 
lag. Why, the cry goes, that you (ball omry her, , 

Caf. Prethee fay true. 

lag. I am a very vil'ainc elfe.- 

Oth. Hayoufcoar’dmc? well, 

Caf. This is the monkies own gluing flic is perfwadcdl will 
marry her,out of her own loue and flattery ,not cut of my promife. 
Oth,. lags beckons me, now- he bigins the ttory. . 

Caf. She was heerc euennow,fhe haunts me intnery place, I was 
cothcr day talking on the fea banke with certaine Ptmimjwb thi- 
shijr comes this bauble 3 fal5 me thus about my necke. 
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Oth. Crying.O deare Cafsto as it were : his geflure imports it. 
Caf. So hangs, andiolls, and weepes vpon me j fo hales , andp 
aie,hj,ha,ha. 

Otb. Now he tells how Ibe plockt him to my Chamber 5 

Ifee that note ©fy ours, but not thar dog i (hall throw'c to. 

Caf. Well,] mull leaue her company ; ‘Enter Bianca. 

Bt fore me,locke where lh^ comes, 

Tis luch another Fitchew • marry a perfum’d one : What doe you 
meane by this haunting of me ? 

Bran. Let the d'-uill and hts dam haunt you s what did you meane 
by that fame handkeremefeyougaue mee cu nnow? I was a fine 
foole to take it ; t mutt take out the worke, a likely pcece it worke 
that you Ihould find it m \our chamber, and not know who left it 
there: this is fomt minxes token, and I mutt cake out the worke ; 
there giue it the hobby horfe } whcrefocucr you had it, Ik take out no 
Worke on’t. 

Caf. How now my fweet Biancajnow now, how now ? 

Otb. By heauen tiiat Ihould be my handkerchkfe. 

Bta. An you’ll come to fupp- r to mght,y ou may, an you will not, 
come when y ou are n xt prepar'd for. exit, 

lag. After her, after her. 

Caf. 1 mutt, (hec’i taile i’the ftreet die. 
lag. You fup there. 

Caf. Yes,r intend fo. 

lag. Well,! may chance to fee you, for I would very faine fpsake 
With you. 

faf Prethecome-willyou? 

lag Goe to, fay no more. Exit Caflio. 

Otb. How (hall I murder him Iago ? 

lag. Did you perceiac.how he laughed at his vice ? 

Otb. O lag a. 

lag And did you fee the handkerchiefc ? 

Oth. Was that mint ? 

I would h-iuc him nine yeres a killing ; a fine woman, a faire womah. 
a fweet woman. 

fag. \ ay, you mutt forget that 

Otb. And let her rot and perith, and be damb’d to night, for flhee 
wall not Hues no, my heatt is turn’d to a Hone; 1 ftrike it,and it hurts 

Ia my 
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• O the world has not a fweeter creature, (he might lie by an 
Emperours fide, and command him taskes. 

Jag. N ay ,t hat’s not your way. 

Oth. Hang her, 1 doe not fay what ftieis: So delicate with her 
needle, an admirable mufician ; O flie will fing the fauageneffc out 
of a Beare ; of fo hye and plenteons wit and inuention. 

Jag. Shee’s the worfe for all this. * 

Oth. A thoufand thoufand times : and then of fo gentle a con- 
dition. 

lag. I, too gentle. ' . . r ... 

Chh. Nay thats certame,bat yet the pitty of it lago, oh the pitty. 
lag. If you be fo fond ouer her iniquity, giuc her patent to offend, 
for if it touches not you,it comes neere no body . 

Oth. I will chop her into meffcs,— cnckold me ! 
lag. 0,tisfouleinher. 

Oth- With mine Officer. 

Jag. That's fouler. „ ...... „ . _ . , 

Oth . Get me fome poifon J'ago, this night lie net expoftulate with 

her, left her body and beauty vnprouide my mindeagen, this night 

Xg. Doe it not with poifon, ftrangle her in her bcd,eucn the bed 
foe hath contaminated. 

Oth Good. good.thciufiiceofitpleafes, very good. 

la And for Cafsio, let me be his vndertaker : you lhall heare more 
by midnight 4 Trumpet. 

Eater Lodouico, Dtfdemona, and Attendants. 

Oth. Excellent good: 

What Trumpet is that fame? .... 

lag. Some thing from Venice fure 5 tis Lodouico 
Come from the Duke, and fee,your wife is with him. 

Lod. Saue you worthy Generali. 

Oth. With all my heart fir. 

Lod. The Duke and Senators of Venice greet you. 

Oth. I kiffc the inftrument of their pleafures. 

Def. And what’s the newes good coufen Lodmco • 

Jag. I am very glad to fee you Seignior 

Welcome to Cyprus. 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Othello (STC 22306) LON 



the Moore of Venice. 

Lod. I thanke you,how; does Leiutenant Cafsio? 
jag. Liuesfir, 

‘Dcf.Coukn, there’s falne between him and my Lord, 
An vnkind breach, but you ffiall make all well. 

Oth. Are you fure of that ? 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. Thisfaileyou not to doe, as you will. — 

Lod. He did not call,«hee’$ bufie in the paper : 

Is there Diuifioti twixt my Lord and Cafsio ? 

Def Amoft vnhappy one,l would doe much 
Toattoncthem.for the loue l beare to Cafsio. 

Oth. Fire and Brimftone. 

■Def My Lord. 

Oth. Are you wife ? 

Def. What,is he angry ? 

Lod. May be the lecter mou'd him ; 

Bor as I thinke,they doe command him home. 

Deputing Cafsio in his gouernement. 

Def. Truft me, I am glad on.r. 

Oth. Indeed. 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth . I am glad to fee you mad. 

Def How fweet Othtdo ? 

Oth. Deuill. 

Def. I haue not deferu’dthis. 

Lod. My Lord,this would not be beleea’d in Venice. 
Tho I lhould fweare I faw’p .* tis very much. 

Make her amends, {he weepes. 

Oth. O Deuill, Defcill, 

If that the earth could teeme with womens ceares. 

Each drop (he falls, would proue a Crocadile : 

Out of nay fight. 

Def I will not ft*ay to offend you. 

Led. Truly an obedient Lady : 

1 doe befeeeh your Lordffiip, caliber backe. 

Oth. Miftreffe. 

Def My Lord. 

Oth. What would you with her fir? 

■fc ' 1 3 
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Lod. Who, Imy Lord / 

Oth. I. you r ( id wifh that T would make her turtle: 
Sir Ihe can turnCiand turne.and yet goe on. 

And turneagaine, andYlv- cm weepe lir, weepe } 

Ai'd (lie’s obedieoc,as you fay .obedient, 

Verv obedient •, proceed you in your teares. 
Concerning this fir : O well painted pafsion : 

I am commanded home s —get you away, 
fend for you anon t — Sir, I obey the mandat. 

And will returns to Vetttce : — =hcrce,auant, 

Cafsio (hall haue my place ; and fir to night 
I doe intreat that we may fup together, 

You are welcome fir to Cyprus, — goates and monkies, 

Lod. Is this the noble Moore .whom out full Senate 
Call all in all fufficicnt i This the noble nature. 

Whom paftion could not (hake ? Whofc folid.’ 

The (hot of accident,nor dart of chance 
Could neither graze nor peircc ? 

f ag . He is much changed. 

Lod. Are his wits fafe. ? is he not light «... 

lag. He's that he is, 1 may not breath roy < 

What he mightbe,if whar he might, he is not, 

I would to heauen he were. 

Lod. What, ft tike his wife. 

lag. Faith that was not fo well ; yet would I 
That ftroake would proucthe worft. 

Lod. Isithisvfe? 

Or did the letters worke vponhis I 
And new create this fault ? 

lag . Alas, alas: 

It is not honefty in me to fpeake 
Whac I haue feene and knowne; you .. 

And his owne courfes wdl denote him fo, 

That I may faue my fpecch : doe but goe after him, 
And marke h©w he continues. . 

Lod. I am (orry that I am deceiu’d in him. r . 

Enter Othc'Ao and Emillia. 

Oth* You haue feene nothing then* 
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Em. Nor euer heard , nor euer did fufpeft. 

Oth. Yes, and you hauefeene Cafsio and (he together. 

Em. But then I faw noharme, and then I heard 
Each lillablc that breath made vp beeweene’em. 

Oth Whac, did thy neuer whiiper ? 

£r».N ucr,rDy Lord. 

Oth. Nor find you outo’theway? 

Em. Neuer. 

Oth To fe tch her fan,her mask, her gloucs,nor nothing 

£> 0 . Neuer, my Lord. 

Oth. That’s ftrangt. 

Em I durft my Lord, to wager (he is honeft. 

Laydowns my foule at (lake sifyou thinke other, 

Retnoueyour thought, it dochabufe your bofomc, 

]f any wretch ha put this in your head. 

Let heauen require it with the Serpents curfe, 

Foriffhebenoc honeft c'iafte,and true. 

There’s no man happy, the’ pureft of their wiues, 

Is foule as (lander. Extt Emillia 

Oht Bid her come hither.goe, 

Shefayes enough, yet (he’s a limple bawde. 

That cannot fay as much: this is a fubcle whore, 

Aclofo lockeau !kcy,of villainous fecrets, 

Andyet (het’i kncele and pray , 1 ha leene her dot 

Enter Dtfdemona and Emillia, 

DefMy Lord, whit is your will ? 

Oth. Pray chucke come hither. 

Def What is your plcaftire ? 

Oth Let me fee your eyes— looke in my face. 

D</ What horrible fancy, s this ? 

Oth Some of your function Miftrifle, 

Leant proci eapts alone, anb (hut the dore, 

Coffe, or cry hem, if any body co ne. 

Your miftcry , your miftery ; nay difpatch. 

De/iVpon my knees, W nat does your (peech import? 

I vndcrftandafmy in your words, ' 

But not the words. 

Oth . Why, whac art thou? 

p ( f 
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Dt f. Your wife my Lotd,your true and loyall wife* 
Oth. Come,fweare it, dam thy felfe. 

Left being like one of heauen, the deuilts themfelues 
Should feare to ceafe thee,therefore be double d3mbd ; 
Sweare thou art honcft. 

De.fl Heauen doth truely know ir. 

Oth. Heauen truely knowes.ihat thou art falfe as hell. 
Def To whom,my Lord.with whom ? how am I falfe ? 
Oth. O Defdemom , away, away, away. 

Def. Alas the beauy day, why do you weepe ? 

Am I the occafion of chofe tcarc* my Lord ? 

If haply you my father doe fufpeft, 

An instrument of this your calling backe. 

Lay not your blame on me ; if you haue loft him. 

Why I haue loft him roo. 

Oth. Had it pleas’d heauen 
To try me with affli6t ion.had he rain’J 
All kindcs of fores,and fliames on my bare head. 

Steep’d me in pouerty,to the very lips, 

Giuen to captiuity.me and my hopes, 

1 (hould haue found in fome part of ray foule 
A drop of patience; but alas,to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of fcorne, 

To point his flow vnmouing finger at — oh,oh. 

Yet could I beare that too, well, very well. 

But there, where I haue garnei’d vp my heart. 

Where either I muft liue,or beare no life. 

The fountaine from the which my currat.t runnes, 

Or elfe dryes vp,to be difcardcd thence. 

Or keepe ic as a c. fterne .for foule T oades 
To knot and gender in; turtle thy complexion there, 
patience thy young audrofc4ip’dCherubin, 

I here looke grim as Hell. 

Def. I hope my noble Lord efteetres me huneft. 
Oth. O I, as fummers flies are in the (hamblcs, 
Thatquickcneucnwithblowing: 

O thou black weed, why art fo loucly fair/ ? 

Thou fmell’ft (b fwcet,that the fence akes'at thee, 
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Would thou had ft ne’re bin borne. 

Def. ftlas,what ignorant finne haue I committed ? 

Oth. Was this faire paper, this meft goodly bookc. 

Made to write whore vpon ? — What committed ? 

Committed ; Oh thou publike Commoner; 

I (hould make very forges of my checkes. 

That would to cinders burne vp modeftie. 

Did I but fpeake thy deeds : what committed ? 

Heauen flops the nofe at it,and the Moone winkes; 

The bawdy wind that kifles all it meets. 

Is hufht within the hollow mine of earth. 

And will not hear’t s — what committed, — impudent ftrumpet, 

Def. By heauen you doe me wrong. 

Oth. Are not you a (trumpet ? 

Def. No,as I am aChriftian : 

If to preferue this veffell for my Lord, 

From any other foule vnlawfull touch, 

Be not to be a ftrumpet,I am none. 

Oth. What,notawhore? 

Def. No,asIlhallbcfaued. 

Olh. Ift pofliblc ? 

*Def. O heauen forgiue vs. 

Oth. I cry you mercy then, 

I tooke you for that cunning whore of Fenm, Enter EmilNc* 

That married with Othello : You miftrifle. 

That haue the office oppofite to S . fettr, 

Andkeepcs the gates in hell ; you, you, I, you ; 
Wehadoneourcourfe; there’s money for your paines, 

I pray you turne the key, and keepe our counfell. Exit. 

Em. Alas, what does this Gentleman conceiue : 

How doe you Madam ? how doe you my good Lady : 

Def. Faith halfe a fleepe. 

£ m. Good Madam, what’s the matter with my Lord? 

Def. With who? 

Em. W hy,with my Lord,Madam. 

Def. Who is thy Lord ? 

Em. He that is yours, fweet Lady. 

Def. I ha none,doe not talke to me EmBis, 

K 
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I cannot wee pe, nor anfwere haue I none. 

But what fhould goc by water : prethee to night 
Lay on my bed my wedding (heecs, remember. 

And call thy husband hither, 

Em. Here is a change indeed. Exit. 

Bef. Tis meet I fhould be vfdefo, very meet. 

Hew haue I bin behau’d, that he might fticke 
T ne fmaU’ft opinion on my lead mifufe. Enter lag© 

lag. What is your pleafure Madam? and Emilha. 

How i’ft with you? 

T>ef. I can not tell : thofe that doe teach young babes, 

Doe it with gentle meanes,and eafic taslecs j 
He might ha chid me fo,for in good faith,- 
I am a childe to chiding. 

lag, W.hat is the matter Lady? 

£m, Alas l ago , my Lord hath fo bewhor’d her, 

Throwne fuch dcfpite.and heauy termes vpon her. 

As true hearts can not beare. 

Bef Am I that name fago? 
lag What name faire Lady ? 

Bef Sach as (he fayes my Lord did fay I was. 

Em. He cali’dher whore ; a begger in his drinkc, 

Coaid not haue layed fuch tcarmes vpon his Callet. 
lag. Why did he fo? 

Bef, I doe not know, I am fare I am none fuch. 
lag. Docnot vvecpeidoe not weepe; alas the day. 

Em, Has (lie forfooke fo many noble matches. 

Her Father,and her Countrey, and her Friends, 

To be cald whore? would it not make one weepc? 

Bef. It is my wrctchedfortune. ' 

lag. Belhrew him for it: how comes this tricke vpoti htm? 

Bef. Nay,heaucn doth know. 

Em. I will be hangd,if feme eternal! villainc. 

Some bufie and infinuatinsj rogue. 

Some cogging, coufening (Due, to get fome office, 

Haue not deuifde this (lander, He be hang’delfe. 
lag Fie, there is no fuch man it is impofsible. 

'Bef If any fuch there are hcauen pardon hira, , 
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Em. A halter pardon hiaiiand hell gnaw his boues j 
Why (houid he call her whore? who Recpes her company? 
Whar place what time.what forme, what likelihood? 

The Moore*? abus’d by lome nioft villanous knauej 
Some bafe notorious knau ,fome feuruy fellow ; 

0 heaaen.that fuch companions rhoudft vnfold. 

And put in cuery honeft hand a whip. 

To lafh tht ra<call,naked through the world, 

Euen fiom the eaft to’th weft. 
lag. Speake within dores. 

£m. O fie vpon him ; fome fuch fquire he was, 

That turnd your wit, the Tcamy fide without. 

And made you to fufped me with the Moore. 
lag. You are a foole,goc to. 

Bef. O good I a go, 

What (hall I doe to win my Lord againe ? 

Good friend goe to him,for by this light of heauen, 

1 know not how I loft him. 

Here I fcoccle : 

If ere my will did trefpaffe’gainft his loue. 

Either in difcourfe,or thought.ora&uall deed. 

Or that mine eyes,mineeares,or any fence, 

Delighted them in any other forme j 
Or that 1 doe not yet,and euer did, 

And euer will (though he doe (hake me off 
To beggerly diuorcement,) loue him deerely : 

Comfort forfweare me; vnkindneffe may doe much. 

And his vnkindneffe may defeat my life. 

But neucr taint nav loue,l can not fay whore. 

It doth abhorre me,now I (peake the word. 

To doe the ad, that might th’addition earne. 

Not the worlds ma(Te of vanity could make me. 

lag. I pray you be content, tis but his humour. 

The bufineffi- of the State does him offence. 

And he does chide with you, 

Bef, If t* were no other. 
jag. Tis but fo, I warrant you : 

Haike how chefe Inftrumentsfummon youtofupper, 

K* 
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The meate, great Mefiengers at Venice ftay ; 

Goc in, and weepe not.a.l things (hall be well. Exit women. 

How now Roderigo ? F.nter Roderigo. 

Rod. I doe not finds that thou dealft iuftly with me. 
lag. What in the contrary.? 

Rod. Euer/ day thou doffcft.me, withfomedeuife lag* ; and rather, 
as it feetnes to me no w,kec’pft from me all conueniency, then fup- 
plieft me with the leaft aduantage of hope : I will indeed no longer 
indure it, not am I yet perfwadad to put vpin peace, what already X 
haue fool i (h’y fuffered. 

lag. . Will you heare me Roderigo ? 

Rod. Sir, I haue heard too much, 

For your words and pci fotmance, 

Ate no kin together. 

lag . You charge me moftvniuftly. 

Rod. With nought but trueth : I haue wafted my felfe oat of 
ir.eancs ; the Jewels you haue had from me, to dcliuer to ‘Dcfdemona, 
would hilfe haue corrupted a Votarift : you hauctold me (he hasre- 
ceiu’dem.an 1 return’d me expedation.and comforts, of fuddainere- 
fpetfl and acquaintance, but I find none. 
lag. We!l,goeto,vcry well. 

Rod. Very well, goe to, l can not go to (man,) nor t’i s not very 
well ; I fay t'is very fcuruy,and begin to fin ! my felfe fopt in it. 

Jag. Very well. , 

Rod. I fay it is not very well : I will make my felfe known to 'Def- 
demon* ; if fiic will returne me my Iewels, I will giue ouer my fnite, 
and repent ray vnlawfull follicitation, if not, allure your felfe, lie 
feeke fatisfaftion ofyou. 

Jag. You haue faide now. , . r 

Rod. I, and faide nothing, but what I proteft encendment of 

*£* why now I fee there’s mettle in thee, and euen from this 
inftant, doe build on thee a better opinion then euer before; 
giue me thy hande Rodengo : Thou haft taken agamftmee a moll 
iuft conception, but yet i proteft, I haue dealt moft direftly m 
shy affaire. 

Rod. It hath not appeared. . _ . , . 

jag. I grant indeed it hath not appeal’d, and yqpr fufpmon isnot 




the Moore of Venice. 

Without Witte and Judgement : But Roderigo, if thou haft that within 
fhee indeed, which I haue greater reafon to beleeue now, then euer, I 
meane pwpofe, courage, and valour ; this night (hew it ; if thou the 
next night following cnioyeft not D ({demon*, take me from this 
wor ld with treachery , and deuife engines for my life. 

Rod; Well, is it within reafon and compafle ? 

lag. Sir, there is tfpeciall commiflion come from Venice, 

To depute Cafsio in Othello's Place. 

Rod. Is that true ? why then OthcHo and Dtfdemona 

Returne againe to Venice. , 

Jag. O no, he goes into Mauritania , and takes away with hi© 1 
The faire Defdemona.v nleflfe his abode be linger’d 
Hereby fome accident, wherein none can be fo determinate. 

As the remouing of Cafsto. 

Rod. How doe you meane remoumg of him ? 

lag. Why,by making him vncapable of Othello's place a 
Knock ing out his braines. 

Red . And that you would haue me to doe. 

Jag. I, and if you dare doe your felfe a profit and right ; he Tups to 
night with a harlotry, and thither will I gos to him ; —he knows not 
yet of his honourable fortune: if you will watch hts going thence, 
which I will fafh'ion to fall out between twelue and one, you may take 
him at your pleafure : 1 will be neere to fecond your attcmpt,and he 
(h ill fall bttwceoc vs .• come, ftand not amaz’d at it, but goe along 
with me, l will (hew youfuch a necefsity in his death, that you (hall 
thinke your felfe bound to put it on him. It is now high fupper time, 
and the night growes to waft : about it. 

Rod. I will heare further reafon for this. 

Jag. Andyoufhallbcfatisfied. Exeunt* 

£»«rOchello, Dcfdemona, LodouicOjEmillia, 
and Attendants. 

Lod. I doe befeech you fir, trouble your felfe no further. 1 

Oth. O pardon me,it (hall doe me good to walke. 

Lod. Madam,goodnightt,l humbly thanke your Ladifhip^ 

De{ Your Honour is tr oft welcome. 

Oth. W ill you walks (ir : — O D ({demem. 
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My Lord 

_0/6. Get you to bed o’che inftanr; I will be return’d, forthwith 
Oifpatch your Attendant there,— iooke it be done. Exeunt. 
Def. I will my Lord. 

Sm. How goes it now ? he lookes gentler then he did. 

Def. He faies he will returne incontinent : 

He hath commanded me to gee to bed, 

And bade ree to difmifle you. 

Em. Difnilfemc? 

Def. it was his bidding.therefore good EmilU <*» 

Giueme my nightly wear mg^and adieu, 

V Ve muft not now difpleafe him. 

Sm. Would you had neuerfeene him, 

Def. So would not I,mv loue doth (o approuehim, 

That eucn his ftubborncneffe,his checks and frownes, 

(Pre thee vnpin me) h iue grace and fauour in them. 

Sm. I hauc laied thofe flietts you bad me on the bed. 

Dt. AH’* one,goodfarher; howfoolilharcour minds; 

If I doe die before thee,prethee (hrowd me 
In one of thofe fame flieets. 

Em. Come,cor!e,youtalke. 

Def. My mother had a maid cal’d Barbary, 

She was in lone, and he fhe lou’d prou’d mad, 

And did forfake her,fhe had a fong of willow. 

An old thing tVas,but it expreft her fortune. 

And (he died finging it, that fong to night 

V V ill not goe ft ona my mind : 

I haue much to doe ; _ . 

But to goe hang my head all atone fide, and fing it like poore Bar* 
hary ; prethee difpatch. 

Em. Shall I goe fetch your nigR-onum^ 

‘Def No,vupin me heere . 

This Lodouico is a proper man. 

Sm, A very hand fome man. 

Em. UnowaLady 'in Venice, would haue walk’d barefooted to 
Paleftine, for a touch of bis neither iip. 

Del- 
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Defdemona fings. 

Thepeorefoule fate (ighingby aficamour tree, 
fin/ all a green Widow, 

tier hand on her btfiome, her head on her knee } 
fing Willow W1S0W, WiBoW ; 

The fire fi) fir tames ran by her , and murmur’d her mattes a 
fing W1U0W, WilloW.xviBotv, 

Her fait t ear is fell from her, which foftntd the fonts , 
fing Wdlow . &c. (Lay by thefe.) 

WilloW, Willow. 

(Ptethee hie thee, he’lc come anon.,) 

Sing all a green willow map be my garland. 

Let nobody blame him, his fcorne l approtte .• 

(Nay, that’s not next : harke, who’s that knocks?) 

Em. T’isthe winde. 

Def. / call’d my loue falfie , but what fiaydhe t hen ? 
fing wtlloW, Willow; willow. 

If I court mo women , yeute couch with mo mat. 

So, get thee gon.good night, mine eyes doe itch. 

Does that boade weeping ? 

Sm. Tis neither here nor there. 

Def. I haue heard it faide fo s O thefe men,thefc men : 

Doll thou in confcicnce thinke (tell me Emillia,) 

That there be women doe abufc theic husbands. -. 

Infuchgroffe kindcs l 
Sm. There be fome fuch.no queftion. 

Def. Wouldft thou doe fuch a ching,for all the world? 

Sm. Why,would not you? 

Defi No by this heauenly light. 

S m. Nor 1 neither, by tiiis heauenly light, 

I might as well doe it in the darke. 

Def. W ouldd rhou doe fuc'i a deed, for all the world ? 

Em. The world is a huge thing,it is a great price. 

For a fmall vice. 

Def. In troth I thinke thou wouldft not. 

Em, in trocii I thinke lihouid, and vndo’t when I had done it, 

taary 



I 



,1630 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C-34.k.34) OdaVO 








jB The Tragedy of Othello 

tnary I would not doe fuch a thing for aioynt-ring, or formeafur« 
of Lawne,nor for Gownes, Petticotes>or Caps, nor any petty exhi- 
bition ; but for the whole world : why who would not make her hus. 
band a Cuckold to make biro a Monarch ? I (hould venture purgato- 
ry for it. 

Def. Befhrew me, if I would doe fueh wrong 
For the whole world. 

Em. Why, the, wrong is but a wrong i’ch world; and hauingthe 
world for your labour, tis a wrong in your owne world, and you 
might quickly make it right. 

Def I doe not thinke there is any fuch woman. 

Em. Yes, a dozen, and as many to the vantage,** woald ftorc the 
world they played for. 

But I doe thiake it is their husbands faults. 

If wines doe fall : (fay that they flack their duties. 

And poure our treafures into forreigne laps, 

Or elfe breakc out in peeuilh iealoufies. 

Throwing reftraint vpon vs.; or fay they ftrike vs. 

Or fcant our former hauing in defpight,) 

Why we haue galles, and though we haue fonae grace, 

Y et haue we fome rcuenge : Let husbands know 
Their wiues haue fence like them j they fee, and fmcll, 

And haue their pallars both for fweet and fowrc. 

As husbands haue : what is it that they doe. 

When they change vs for others ? is it Pport ? 

I thinke it is ; and doth affe&ion breed it ? 

I thinke it doth ; is’t frailty that thus erres? 

It is fo too 5 and haue not we affc&ions ? 

Delires for fport ? and frailtie as men haue ? 

Then let em vfe vs well, elfe let em know , 

The ills we doe.their ills inftrud vsfo. 

Def. Good night,good nighc,heauen me fuch vfes fend, 

Not to pick bad from bad,but by bad mend. Exeunt . 

Aft to 5 . Sccena 



1. 



Enter Iago<j»^Roderigo. 

_ _.jnd behind this btilke,ftrait 

. vVcare thy good Rapier bare,and put it home. 



Jar. T TEreftand behind this but ke,ftrait will he come, 

I kid 



QuickC 



the <SKdoore of Venice. 

Qgicke,quicke,feare nothing,Ile be at thy elbow ; 

It makes vs,or it marres vs, thinke of that, 

ABd fixe more firme thy refolution. 

Rod. Benecreathand.Imaymilcarryin’c.' 

< Jug. Here at thy hand, be bold.and take thy (land* 
Rod. I haue no great dcuotion to the deed ; 

And yet he has giuen me fatisfying reafons ; 

Tis but a man gon : forth my fwora, he dies. 

lag. I haue rubd this yoHng Quat almoft to the feufc. 
And he growes angry ,now, whether he kill Cafsio t 
Qr f'afsio him, or each doc kill the other, 

Euery way makes my game ; liue Rodtrigo , 

He calls me to a reftitution large. 

For Gold and Iewells chat I bobd from him. 

As gifts to Defdemona : 

It muft not be,if Cafsio doe remaine. 

He has a daily beauty in his life. 

That makes me vgly : and befides,the Moore 
May vnfould me to him ; there (land I in much perrill : 
No, he muft di.e,bc’tfo,T heare himeomming. 

Enter Cafsio. 

Rod, I know his gate,tis he$ rillaine thou died. 

Caf. That thruft bad bin my enemy indeed. 

But that my coate is better then thou know’ft ; 

I will makeproofe of thine. 

Rod. O t Iamflaine. 

Caf. I am maimd for euer,light ho,murder. 

Enter Othello. 

Oth. The voice of Cafsio, lago keepes his word. 

Rod. O villaine that I am. 

Oth. Harke,tis cuen fo. 
s Caf. O hclpe ho, Iight,a Surgeon. 

Oth. Tis he,0 braue>/<*fOjhoneft and iuft, 

That haft fuch noble fen(e of thy friends wrong. 

Thou tcacheft me ; — minion, your deare lies dead, 

Aad your vnbleft fate hies; (trumpet I come ; 

F° rc h of my heart, thofe charmes thine eyes are blotted. 
Thy bed luft.ftaind,(haU with lofts blood be (potted. 



Exki 
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Enter Lodouico and Gratiano. 

C 'if. What ho, no Watch,no paflage, murder, murder. 

Gra. Tisfome mifchance,the cry is very dircfulU 
Caf. O helpc. Lod, Harke. 

Rod. O wretched villaine. 

Lod. Two or three grones,it is a heauy night; 

Thefe may becountcrfeits,let’s think’c vnlafe 
To come into the cry without more helpe. 

Rod. Nobody come, then (hall 1 bleed to death. 

Enter ligpwtth alight. 

Lod. Harke. 

Gra. Here’s one comes in his fhirt.with lights and weapons, 
Ug. Wjio’s there ? whofenoife is this that cries on murder? 
Lod . I doe not know.. 
lag. Did not y ou heare a cry ? 

Caf. Here, here, tor heaueiiS lake helpe me. 
fag. Whats the matter? 

Gra, This is Othello's Antient.as I take ifr * 

Lod. Thc iame indeed, a very valiant fellow. 

Jag What are you here that cry fo grieuoufly ? 

Caf. Jago, O I am fpoilM vndene by villaines, 

Giuc mefome helped 

lag. O nse,Leiutenant,what villaines haue don this? ' 

Caf. I thinke the one of them is here about, • 

And cannot make away. 

lag. O treacherous villaines ; 

What are you there ? com# in and giuefome helpe. 

Rod. (Xbelpetnehere. 

(faf That’s one of cm. • • \ 

lag. O murderous fl:iue,0 villaine* Thru fit him in. 

Rod. O da nbd Iago.Q inhumane dog,— 0 , 0 , 0 . 
lag. Kill men i'the darke ? where be thofe bloody theeues? 
How lilenc is this Towne ? Ho, murder, murder s 
Wlhat may you be ? arc you of good or euill ? 

Led. As you (ball prooue vs,praife ys. 

Jag. Seignior Lodouico. 

. Lod. He fir. .... 

Jag* l cry you mercy s here’s Cafsio hurt by villaines. * 
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1 1 • . wiT'criir^trtr? 



/yjv : 

i.ij 



Graf Cafsio. 

lag. How is it brother? 

Caf. My leg is cut in two. _ 

, fag. Mary heauen forbid: ? 

Light Gcntlemen,lle bind it with my fliirt. 

Enter Bianca. 

*Bia. What is the matter ho, who i’ft that cried ? , 
lag. Who i’ft that cried? 

Tia. O my deare Cafsio, O my fweet Cafsio. Cafsio, Cafsio. 
lag. O notable ftrumpet : Cafsio.mzy you fufped 
Who they ihould be that thus haue mangled you ? 

Caf. No. 

G ra. I am lorry to find you thus, I haue bin to feeke you. 
lag. Lend me a garter, fo ; —oh for a chaire to beare him eafily 
hence. 

Eta. Alas he faints ; O fafsio,f*fsio,fafsio. 
lag. Gentlemen all, I doe fufpeft thisTrafh 
To beare a part in this iniurie ^patience a while good Cafsio f 
Come, come, lend me a light: 

Know wee this face.or no ? 

Alas my friend.and my deare countrey man : 

Roderigo ? no, yes fare j y'es,tis Rederigo. 

Gra. What,i of Venice ? 

lag. Euen he fir,did you know him ? 

Gra. Know him? I. 

la. Seignior Gratiano t lc ry you gentle pardon: 

Thefe bloody accidents muft excufe my manners: 

Thar fo neglt&ed you. 

G ra. I am glad to fee you. 

lag. How dee you Cafsio ? 0,a chaire, a chaire. 

Gra. Roderigo ? vh' ; ' 

lag. He,ti3 he : O that^s well faid,a-chaire ; 

Some good man beare him carefully from hence, 
lie fetch the Generalls Surgeon : for youmiftrifle, 

Saue you your labour,he that lies flaine bcrefCafsto,') 

Was my dearc friend ; what malice was betwixt you? 

Caf. None in the world, nor doe 1 know the man. 

1 *. f • W hatjlooke. you pale ? O beare him out o’the $ire» 

L * Stay 
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Stay you good Gentleworaan,looke you pale miftriffc ? 
Doe you perceiue the ieaftures of her eye f 
Nay, an you ftirre,we (hall haue more anon : 

Behold her well I pray you,lookc vpotfher. 

Doe you fee Gentlemen ? nay guiltincflfe 
Will fpeake.though tongues were out of vfe. Enter Em i. 
Em. ’Las what’s the marter ? what’s the matter husband? 
lag. Cafsio has here bio fct on in the darke. 

By Roderigo, and fellowes that arc fcap’c, 

Hee’s almoft flaine,and Rcdengo dead. 

Em. Alas good gentlcman,alas good Cafsio. 

Jag. This is the fruite of whoring ; prithee Emillia, 

Goe know of Cafsio where he fupt to night : 

What, doe you (hake at that ? 

“Bia. He fupt at my houfe,but I therefore (hake not 0 
la%. O did he fo,I charge you goe with me. 

Em. Fie vpon thee ftrumpet. 

Bia. 1 amno ftrumpet, but of life as honeft, 

As you, that thus abufe me* 

Em. As I s now fie vpon thee. 

lag. Kind Gentlemen, let’s goe fee poore Cafsto drcft $ 
Come naiftrefle,you muft tell s another tale. 

JEw;7//4,runne you to the Cittadell, 

And tell my Lord and Lady what has hapt ; 

Will you goe on ? I pray • This is the night. 

That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. 

C XtHM* 

Enter Othello with a lighted Defdemonaw* her bed. 
Otb. It is the caufe,it is the cau(e,my foule. 

Let me not name it to you, you chafte ftarres : 

It is the caufe,y et 1 le not (bed her blood 
Nor fcarre that whiter skin of hers then fnow, 

And fmooth as monumentall alablafter 5 
Yet (he muft dye,elfcfliee’il betray more men. 

Put out the light,and then put out the light : 

If I quench thec,thou flaming minuter, 

I canagaine thy former light reftore, 

Should I repent me j but once put out thine. 



Thou 
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Thon cunningft patterne of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that promethian heate. 

That can thy light relumine : when I haue pluckt the ro fe, 

I cannotgiue it vitall growthagaine. 

It muft needs wither ; I Iff fmell it on the tree j kijjfes her. 

A balmy breath, that doth almoft perfwade 
Iuftice her felfe to breake her fword : one more ; 

B e thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee. 

And loue thee after : one morc,and this the iaft a 
So fweet was ne’re fo fatall : I muft weepe. 

But they are cruellteares : this forrow’s heaucnly, 

It ftrikes where it does loue : flic wakes. 

Bef. Who’s there? Othello ? 

Oth. I, Defdemona. 

Bef. Will you come to bed my Lord? 

Oth. Haue you prayed to night,Defdemo»a? 

Bef. I my Lord. 

Oth. If you bethinke your felfe of any crime, } 

Vnreconcil’d as yet to heauen and grace, 

Solicitefor it ftraite. 

Bef. Alas my Lord, what doe you meane by that ? 

Oth. Well,doe it, and be bricfc,l will walks by, 

I would not kill thy vnprepared fpirit, 

No,heanen fore-fend,l would not kill thy foule. 

Bef. Talke you of killing? 

Oth. I, I doe. 

Bef. Then heauen haue mercy bn me. 

Oth. Amen,withall my heart. 

Bef. if you fay fo, I hope you will not kill me,' 

Oth. Hum. 

Bef. And yet I feare you, for y’are fatall then, 

Wien your eyes roulc fo: why I fbould feare, I know not, 

Since guiltinefle I know not,but yet I feele I feare. 

Oth. Thinke on thy finnes. 

Bef They are loues I beare to you. 

Oth. And for that thou dieft. 

Bef. That deathe’s vnnaturall,that killsfor louing } 

A ‘a*, why knaw you fo your neather lip : 

L 3 . Some 
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Some bloody pafllon (hakes your very frame, 

Thefe are portents : but yet I hope 
They doe not point on me. 

Otb. Peace,and be ftill. 

Dejf I will fo, what’s the matter ? 

Otb. That handkerehiefe which I Co lou’d,aftd gaue thee. 

Thou gaueft to Cafto. 

Def. No, by my life and foule, 

Send for the man and aske him. 

Oth . Sweet foule take hced,take heed of periury. 

Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def. I,but not yet to die. ' ; 

Oth. YeSjprefently : 

Therefore confefle thee freely of thy (inne. 

For to deny each article with oath 

Cannot remoue.nor choake the flrong conception 

That I doe groane witball : thou art to die. 

Def. Then Lord haue jnercy on me. 

Oth. I fay amen. ,« . 

Def. And haue you mercy too ; . ... . ^ 

I neuer did offend you in my life, — neuer lou’d Cafsio t 
But with Rich gcnerall warranty ofheauen. 

As I might loue ; I neuer gaue him token. _ . . 

Oth. By heauen I fawmy handkerehiefe in his hand: 

0 periur’d woman,thou doft ftone myheart, 

And makft me call,what I intend to doe, 

A murder, which I thought a (aerifies ? m vi • < < 

1 faw the handkerehiefe. 

Def. He found it then, 

I neuer gaue it him/end for him hither. 

Let him confefle a truth. " . 

Oth. Hejias confeif. 

Def. What, my Lord?. 

Oth. That he hath — vfdethce." 

Def. HoWjVnlawfully ? 

Oth. I. 

Def. He will not fa? fo. 

Oth. No, his mouth is ftop’d, Honeft 



the Moore of Venice. 
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Honed J^hath tanc order for’t. 

Def My ft are interprets then,— what is he dead? 

Oth. had all his haires bin liues. 

My great rcuenge had ftomacke for em all. 
t Def. Absheisbetraid,and Ivndone, 

‘ Oth O ftrumpet, — wtepeft theu for him to my face ? 

Def O banmlh me my Lord,butkillme not. 

Oth Downe ftrumpet. 

Def K ill me to morrow, let me liue to night. 

Oth. Nay,anyou ftriue. 

Def Buthalfeanhoure. 

Oth. Being don,there is no paufe. 

Def. But while I fay one prayer. heftiflet her, 

Oth . Tis to late. . Emillia c*Bes Veithw. 

Sm. My Lord,my Lord,what hoe, my Lord,my Lord. 

Oth. W hat voyceis-this? not dead? not yet quite dead? - 
Ithat am crueli,am yet mtrcifull, 

I would not haue t hee linger in rhy^paine j — -fo,fo. 

Em. What ho,my Lord.my Lord. 

Oth. Who’s there? 

Em. O good my Lord,I*de fpeake a word with you, 

Oth. Yes, tis Emilia, by and by i (hec’idead: 

Tis like (he comes to fpeake of Ctfsioi death j o '. 

The noy fe was hcere ;ha,no more mouing, . , 

Stillas the graue s (hallfhe come in ? wei'c good? 

I thinke (he itirres a gaine j no,what’s the beft ? 

Iflhe come in jlhe’Ie lure fpeake to.my wife. 

My wire, my wife,what wife ? I ha no wife ; 

0 infupportable ; O heany houre. : n . . ■ : ' > 

Me thinks it ftiould be now ahuge Ecclips ’ .. 7 . t 

Of$un and Moone,and that the affrighted Globe, . .^0 

Should) awne at altt ration. 

Em. i do befeech you I may fpeake with you, — O good my Lord; 
Oth. 1 had forgotten thee ; come in EmtUtet i 
Sofc,by ano by let rre the curtaines draw. . Enter Emillia. 
Where art thou ? whats the matter with thee no w ? 

Em. o my good Lord,y ondei’s foule murders done. 
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Oth. What? now? 



Sm 



, 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Othello (STC 22306) LONDON, 1630 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k.34) OctaVO 




■mtsmmsmsi 



Mi 



MB 



III 



84, The Tragedy of Othello 

Em. But now my Lord. 

Oth. It is the very error of the Moone, 

She comes more ncerc the earth then flic was wont, 
And makes men mad. 

Em. Cafsio my Lord has kil’d a young Venetian. 
CiXARodcrigo. 

Oth, Roderigo kild,and Cafsio kild? 

Em. No, Cafsio is not kild. 

Oth. Not Cafsio kild ? theu murder's out of tune. 
And Tweet reuenge growes hard). 

Def O falfly.falGy murdered. 

Em. Ahlas,what cry is that ? 

Oth . That, what? 

Em. Out and alas, it was my Ladies voyce, \ 
Helpe,helpe,hohclpe,0 Lady fpeake againe. 

Sweet ‘Dejdemona, O Tweet miftrcffc fpeake. 

Def A guilclcfle death I diev 
Em. O who has done this deed ? 

Def. Nobody, I ray Telfe,farewcll: 

Commend me to ray kinde Lord,© farewell. 

Oth. Why how ihouldflie be murdered ? 

Em. Alas, who knowes ? 

Oth. You heard her fay.hcr Tdfe.it was not I. 

Em . She Tayd foyl muft needs report a truth. 

Oth. She’s like a Iyer gone to burning hell, 
T’waslthatkildher. 

Em. 0,the more Angell fhe. 

And you the blacker deuill. 

O th. She turn’d to folly, and Ihe was a whore. 

Em Thou doeft bely her and thou art a deuilL 
Oth. She was falfe as water. 

Em. Thou art ralb as fire ' 

To fay that fhe was falfe : O ihe was heauenly 
Oth . Cafsio did top her, aske thy husband elle, 

O I weredamn’d beneath all depth in hell, 

But that I did proceed vponiuft grounds 
To this extremity, thy husband knew it all. 

Em. My husband : 



Jhe diet. 



Oth. 
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Oth. Thy husband. 

Em. That ihe was falfe to wedlocke ? 

Oth. I, with Cafsio : nay, had ihe bin true, 
if heauen would make me fuch another world, 

Ofone intire and perfect Criiblitc, 

I’de not haue fold her for it. 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. I, twas he that told me firft ; 

An honeft man he is, and hates the flirae 
That ftickes on filthy deedes. 

Em. My husband? 

Oth . What needs this iteration? woman, I fay thy husband. 

Em. Oh Miftrcs,villany hath made raockes with louc : . 

My husband fay that ihe was falfe ? 

Oth. He woman,I fay thy husband ; doft rnderftand the word/* 
My friend, thy husbandjhoncft.honeft Iago. 

Em. If he fay fo,may his pernitious foule 
Rot haife a graine a day ; he lies to’th heart, 

She was toofond of her moil filthy bargaine. 

Oth. Ha? 

Em. Doe thy worft ; 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heauen, 

Then thou waft worthy her. 

Oth. Peace, you were beft. 

Em. Thou haft not haife the power to doe me harme, 

As I haue to be hurt : O gull,0 dolt, 

As ignorant as durt ; thou haft done a deed — 

I care not for thy fword,Ile make thee know, 

Tho I loft twenty liucs : helpe,hdpe,0 helpc j 
The Moore has kild my Miftrcffe,raurder,murder. 

Enter Montano ,Gragantio,Iago,<*»d others. 

Mon, What is the matter ? how now Generali ? 

Em 0,are you come Iago ? you haue done well. 

That men muft lay their murder on your neck. 

Gra. What is the matter ? 

Em. Difproouethis villaine, if thou bee’ft a man 5 
Hefayesthoutoldfthimthathiswife wasfalfe ; 

M 1 
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8 7 The Tragedy of Oth ello 

1 know thou dift not.thou art not fuch a villaine : 
Spe.ike,for my heart is full. 

lag. I told hi m what I thought,and told no more. 

Then what he found himfelfe was apt and true. 

Em. But did you euer tell him [he was falfe ? 
lag. I did. 

Em. You told a lie, an odious damned lie » 

Vpon my foulc a lie, a wicked lie : 

She falfe with Cafsio ; did yoa fay with Cafsio F 

lag . With Cafsio miftrefle jgo to, char me your tongue.' 
Em. I will not charme my rongue,I am bound to fpeake £ 
My Miftrdfe here lies murderedm her bed. 

AU. Ohheauensforefcnd. 

Em. And your reports haue fet the murderer on. 

Otb. Nay.ftare not mafters,it is true indeed. 

<jra. Tisaftrangetruth. 

Mon. O moriftrons aft I 
Em. Villany , villany ,villany;- 
Ithinke vpon’t, I thinke, I fmell a villany ; 

I thought fo then ; lie kill my felfefor griefe, 

G villany, villany. 

lag. what are you mad ? I charge you get you home. 
Em. Good Gentlemen let me haue leaue to fpeake ; 

Tis proper I obey him ,but not now : 

Perhaps Iagoft wjII ne’re goe home. 

Oth. Oh, oil, oh. Oth. falls oh the bed. 

Em. Nay, lay thee downe,and roare. 

For thou haft kild the fweeteft innocent. 

That ere did lift vp ey,e. 

Oth. O (he wasfoule s 

I fcarcedid know you Vncle, there lies your Niece, 

Whofe breath indeed, thefe hands haue newly ftopt; 

I know this aft fiiewes terrible and grim. 

Gr. Vooxc'DeJdemotia,! am glad thy father's dead. 

Thy match was taortall to him, and pure griefe 
Shore his old thread in ewaine : did he liue now, 

This fight would make him doe a deaerate turnej 
Y.ca.curfe his bec«$ Angcli from his fid#. 







the cSM~oore ofVtmct. 

And fell to reprobation. 

f. Oth. Tis pittifull,butyet lag* knowes, 

That flie with Cafsio^ had the aft of fhamc 
A thoufand times committed j Cafsio confcft it : 

Andlhc did gratifie hisamorous workes. 

With that rccognifence and pledge of loue. 

Which I firft gaue her ; I faw it in his hand ; 

It was a handkerchief:, an antique token 
My Father gaue my Mother. 
lm. O heauen.O heauenly powers. 
jag. Come, hold your peace. 

Em. Twill out,twillout:Ihold my peace fir, no* 
lie be in lpeaking,liberall as the north ; 

Let heauen,and men, and dcuils,let cm all. 

Alkali cry lbame againft me,yet lie fpeake. 
fag. Be wife,and get you home. 

Em. I will nor. 

Cra. Fie, your fword vpon a woman ? 

Em. O thou dull Moore, that handkerchief: thou fpeakft <% 

I found by fortune, and did giue my husband; 

For often with a folemne cameftncfle, 

(More then indeed belong'd to fuch a trifle.) 

He beg’d of me to fteale it. 
lag. Villainous whore. 

Em. She gaue it Cafsio} no, alas I found it, 

And I did giue my husband. 
lag . Filtji,th suited. 

Em. By heauen I doc not, I doe not Gentlemen, - 

O murderous Coxcombc / what fiiould fuch a foole 
Doe with fo good a woman ? 

T he Moore runs at lago. Tago kills his wife. 

Oth. Are there no ftones in heauen, 

But what ft rue s for the thunder ? perfiitious villaine. 

Cra, The woman falls, fure he has kild his w ife, 

Em. 1,1,0 lay me by my miftrefle fide. * Exit lago. 

Cra. Hcc's gone,but his wife's kild. 

Mon. Tis a notorious villaine,takeyour weapon, 

M a Comdj 
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8 ) The Tragedy of Othello 



C otne,guard the doore without, let him not pafle. 

But kill him rather ; lie after that fame villaine. 

For tis a damned flaue. Exit Mont, and Gratiano. 

Oth. 1 am not valiant neither, 

But tuery puny whipfter gets my fword: 

But why ihould honour out-liuc honefty ? 

Letitgoeail. 

£ no. What did thy fong bode Lady ? 

Harke,canft thou hcare me ? I will play the Swan, 

And die ia muficke ; Willow, Willow, willow. 

Moore, (lie was chaft.lhe lou’d thee cruell Moore, 

So come my foule tobliiTe,as I fpeake true ; 

Sofpeakingas I thinke,l die,Idie. Jhedies. 

Oth. I haue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is a fword of S paint, the Ifebrookes temper s 

0 here it is ; Vncle,I muft qome forth. Gra .Within. 

Ora, ] f thou attempt it, it will coft thee deere, ** 

Thou haft no weapon,and perforce muft fnffer. 

Oth. Looke in vpon me then 3 and fpeake to me. 

Or nakedas I am, I will affault thee. 
gra. What is the matter? 

Oth. Behold,I haue a weapon^ 

A better neuer did it felfe fuitaine 

Vpon a Soldiers thigh : I haue feenetheday, 

That with this little arme.and this good fwoftfe 

1 haue made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your flop : but O vaine boaft, 

W ho can controulctiis fate ? tis not fo now. 

Be not affraidjthough you doe fee me weapon’d 5 
Here is my iournies end, here is my butte, 

The very Sea-markeofmy vemoft faile. 

Doe you goebackedifmaid? tisa loft feare, j f i : 
Man but a rufli againft Othello's bread* 

And he retires. Where (hon'd O thello goe ? 

How doft thou looke now ? O ill ftai’J wench,. 

Pale as thy fmocke j when we (hall meet at compt, s 
This looke of thine will hurle my foule from heauen, 

And fiends will fnatch at it : cold,cold;,my girlc, 




iVtf yOUi 



the Moore of 'Venice., 



Euei} 



Euen like thy chaftity : O curfed flanc si 
Whip me you deuills. 

From the poffeflion of this heauenly fight. 

Blow me about in winds, roaft me in fulphure, 

Wafh me in fteepe downe gulphes of liquid fifes: 
o D cfdcntonafD efdemona ; dead,O, 0 , 0 . 

Enter Lodouico,Montano,W officers , 

Cafiio in a chain 

Led. Where is this ralh and moft infortunate man ? 

Oth. That’s he that was Othello, here I am. 

Lod. Where is that Viper ? bring the villaine forth, 
Oth. I looke downe towards his feet, but that’s a fable. 
If that thou beeft a deuill I cannot kill thee, 

Lod. Wrench his fword from him. 

Iaf. I bleed fir,but not kil’d. 

o)h. I am not forry neither,I’de haue thee Hue, 

For in my fenfe tis happineffe to dye. 

Lod. O thou Othello, xhit wert once fo good, ; 

Falne in the pra&ifeofa damned flaue. 

What (hould be faid to thee ? 

Oth. Why, any thing. 

An honourable murderer if you will ; 

For nought did I in hate, but all in honour. 

’ Lod. This wretch hath part confeft his villainy s 
Did you and he confent in Cafsio's death ? 

Oth. I. ! •••> 

Ca. Deare Generali,! did neuer giue you caufe. 

Oth. Idoebeleeucit,andI askeyoupardonj 
Will you I pray,demaund that demy deuill, 

Why he hath thus infnar’d my foule and body ? 

lag. Demand me nothing, whatyou know you know ; 
From this timeforth I neuer will fpeake word. 

Lod. What,rtottopray? 

Gra . Torments will ope your lips* 

Oth . Well.thou doeft beft. 

Lod . Sir, you (hall vnderftand what hathbefalne, 
Which,as I think you know not : here is a letter, 
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jP 1 Tie Ti r agedy of O thello 

Fr Md in the pocket of the ftaine Roderigo ; 

And here another 5 the one of them imports 
The death of Cafsto, to be vndertookc by Roderigo. 

Cth. O villaine. 

€*J' Moft hcarheni{h,anl molt grofie. 

Led. Nowheres another difeontented paper. 
Found in his pocket too,and this it feemes, 

Roderigo meant to hrue fenc this damned villaine, 

But chat belike, /^o in the interim 
Came in,and fatisfied him. 

O/A, O the pernitious catieflfc ; 

How came you Cafsio by a handkerchiefe 
(That was my wifes ? 

Caf. 1 found it in my chamber ; 

And he himfelfe confeft it buteuen now. 

That there he dropt it,for a fpeciall purpofc. 

Which wrought to his defite, 

Oth. O foolc,foole,foolc. 

Caf. There is befides in Roderigees letter. 

How he obraidcs Jago t that he made him - 
Braue me vpon the watch, whereon it came. 

That I was caft ; and eucn but now he fpake. 

After long Teeming dead, Iago hurt him, 

Jwotet him on. , 

Lod. You muftforfake this roome,and goe With vs, 
Y our power and your command is taken off, 

And Cafsio rules in Cyprus ; For this flaue. 

If there be any cunning cruelty , . 

That can torment him much, and hold him long. 

It (ball be his i You (hall clofc prifoner reft, 

Till that the nature of your fault be knownc 
To the Venetian State i come, bring him away. 

Otb. Soft you, a word or two before you goe 5 
I hauedonc the State Tome ftruice,and tliey know c s 
No more of that s I pray you in yoor letters. 

When you (hall thefc.vnlucky deeds relate, 

Speake of me as I am ; nothing extenuate, . 

plot f?t downe ought in makes : then you a uu p » 
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the Moore of Venice, 

Ofone that lou’d not wifely, but too well : 

Of one notcafily iealous.but being wrought,, 
perplext in the extreame : of one whofe hand, 

Like the bafe India* fhtcyf a pcarle away. 

Richer chenall his Tribe : of one whofe iubdued eyes,. 
Albeit vnufed to the melting fhoode. 

Drop teares,as faft as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinall gam : Set you downe this ; 

And fay befides,that in Aleppo once, 

Where a Malignant and a Turband TVfce, 

Beate a Venetian , and traduc’d the State ; 

I tookebi’th throate the circumcifed dog. 

And fmote him thus. ^ He fobs himfelfe. 

Lod. O bloody period. 

Gra. Allthat’sfpokeismard 

Oth. I kift thcc ere I kild thee, no way but this. 

Kill ing my fclfc,to dy e vpon a kifle. He dies ', 

Caf. This did I feare,buc thought he had no weapon. 
For he was great of heart. 

Led. O Spartme dog, - 
More fell then angui(h,hunger,or the Sea. 

Looke on the tragicke lodging of this bed. 

This is thy worke ; the obieft poifons fight. 

Let it be hid : 6V4fMw*,keepc the houfe. 

And ceaze vpon the fortunes of the Moore, 

For they fucceed to you : To you Lord GouernotirJ 
Remaines the cenfare of this hellilh villaine. 

The tiine,the place,the torture > O enforce it, . j| 
My felfc will ftrait aboord,and 00 the State, 

Thisheauy a & with beany heart relate. 

Exmnmtf* 
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